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Abr HOR's PREFACE. 


LESS me! Reader, gentle or fimple, or 
el WH J&L) whatever you be, haw impatiently by this 

time muſt you expect this Preface, ſup- 
& poſing it to be nothing but revengeſul Invec- 
RS tives againſt the Author of the * ſecond 
Don Quixote. But I muſt beg your Pardon: for J 
ſhall ſay no more of him than every Body ſays, That 
Tordelillas 7s the Place where he was Begotten, and 
Tarragona the Place where he was Born; and though 
it be univerſally ſaid, that even a Worm then trod up- 
on, «will turn again, yet Pm reſolv'd for once te croſs 
the Proverb, You perhaps now would have me call 
him Coxcomb, Fool and Mad-man ; but Pm of ano- 
ther Mind; and ſo let his Folly be its own Puniſhment. 
But there is ſomething which I cannot ſo ſilently paſs 
over : He is pleas'd to upbraid me with my Age : In- 
deed had it been in the Power of Man to ſtop the Ca- 
| A2 reer 


* A Perſon, who wrote himſelf a Native of To-4://lar, 
Publiſhed an impertinent Book by that Name, Printed at 


Tarragona, while our Author was preparing his ſecond 
Part for the Preſs, 
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reer of Time, I would not have ſuffer'd the Old Gen- 


tleman to have laid his Fingers on me, Then he re- 
flectingly tells me of the Lofs of one of my Hands : as if 
that Maim had been got in a ſcandalous or Drunken 
Vuarrel in = Tavern, and not upon the moſt me- 
morable * Occaſion that either paſt or preſent Apes 
have beheld, and which perhaps Futurity will never 
arallcl. If my Mounds do not redimd to my Honour 
in the Thoughts of ſome of thoſe that look upon em, 
they will at leaſt ſecure me the Eſteem of thoſe that 
know hno they were gotten. A Soldier makes a nobley 
Figure as be lies Bleeding in the Bed of Honour, than 
fafe in an Inglorious Flight ; and I am fo far from 
beins aſbam'd of the Loſs of my Hand, that were it 
Poſſible to recal the ſume Opportunity, I ſhould think my 
IlVounds but a ſmall Price for the Glory of ſharing in 
that Prodigious Action. The Scars in a Soldier's Face 
and Breaſt, are the Stars that by a Laudable Imitation 
guide others to the Port of Honour and Glory. Be- 
fades, it is not the Hand, but the Under/landing of a 
Man, that may be ſaid to Write; and thoſe Years 
that he is pleas'd to quarrel with, always improve the 


latter. 


am not whelly inſenſible 4 his Epithets of Ignorant 
and Envious ; but I take Fleaven to Witneſs, I never 
was acquainied with any Branch of Envy beyond 
a ſacred, generous and ingenuous Emulation, which 
could never engage me to abuſe a Clergyman, eſpecially 
if made the more Reverend by a Poſt in the Inquiſition : 
And if any ſuch Perſon thinks — affronted, as 
that Author ſeems to hint, he is mightily miſtaken ; 
fer I have a Veneration for his Parts,F admire his 


lords, and have an awful Regard for the efficacious 
Virtue of his Office. p 


* The Battle of Lepanto. 
+ He means Lopez de Vega. 
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I muſt return this fine Dogmatical Gentleman my 
hearty Thanks for his Criticiſm upon my Novels: Hie 
is pleas d very judiciouſſy to jay, that they have more of 
Satyr than of Alrolig ; and ye! owns, that the Novels 
are good. Naw I thought that if a Thing was gd, it 
muſt be ſo in every reſpect. 


Methinks, Reader, I hear you blame me for ſhetbing 
fo little Reſentment, and uſing him ſo gently ; but pray 
con ſidler, tis not goed to bear tao hard upin a Man 
that ts 1 over-modeſt and fa much in Affiftion : fer 
certainly this muſt needs be a miſerable Soul ; He has 
not the Face, paor Man ! to appear in Publick, but, con- 
ſcious of his wretched Circumſtances, conceals his Name, 
and counterfeits his Country, as if he had cemmitied 
Treaſon, or ſome other puniſhable Crime: Mell then, 
if ever you ſhould happen to fall into his Company, pray 
in Pity tell f S me, that I have not the leaſt 
Duarrel in the World with him : For J am not Ionorant 
of the Temptations of Satan; and F all his Imps, the 
Scribbling Devil is the moſt. Irreſiſtible. When that 
Demon is got into a Man's Head, he takes the Poſſiſſiun 
for Inſpiration, and, full of his falſe Ability, falls ſlap— 
daſh to Writing and Publiſhing, which gets him as much 
Fame from the Morld as he has Money from the Book- 
ſellers, and as little Money from the Boukſcllers as he 
has Fame from the World. But if he war'”t believe wwhat 
you ſay, and you be diſpos'd to be merry, pray tell him 
this Story. | 


Once upon a time, there was a Mad-man in Sevil 
that hit upon ene of the pretticft cut-of- the-way Thins 
that ever Mad man in this World was pofſoſs'd withal. 
He gets him a hollow Cane, ſmall at one end, and 
catching hold of a Dog in the Street, or any where elſe, 
he clapp'd his Foot on one of the Cur's Legs, and holding 
up his Hind- Legs in his Hand, he fitted his Cane ts the 
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Dog's Back-fide, and blew him up as round as a Ball : 
Then giving him a Thump or two on the Guts, and 
turning to the By flanders, «who are always a great 
many upon ſuch Occaſions: Well, Gentlemen, ſaid he, 
What ds you think, Is it ſuch an eaſy Matter to blow 
up a Dog © And what think You, Sir, Is it ſuch an 
eaſy Matter to write a ht But if this Picture be nit 
lite him, pray, honeſt Reader, tell bim this other Story 
&f a Dog and a Madman. 


There was a Mad-man at Cordova, who made it 
his Buſineſs to carry about the Streets upon his Head, 
a huge Stone of a pretty Conſcionable Meight; and 
Whenever he met with a Dog without a Maſter, eſpe- 
rally ſuch a ſurly Cur as would ftalk up to his Noſe, | 
he very fairly dropp'd his Load all at once, ſouſe upon 
bim The poor Beaſt would hoawl, and growl, and 
clapping his Tail between his Legs, limp'd away without 
2 — 4 as looking behind him, for two or three Streets 
tength at leaſt. The Mad-man, mightily pleas'd with 
his new Device, ſerv'd every Dog that had Courage to 
lock him in the Face, with the ſame Sauce; till one 
Day it was his Fortune to meet with a Sportſman's 
Dog, a Capmaker by Trade, though that's neither here 
nor there. The Dog was mightily valu'd by his Maſter, 
but that was more than the Madman knew ; ſo flap 
went the Stone upon the poor Dog. The Animal being 
almoſt cruſh'd to Death, ſet up his Throat, and yelp'd4 
mo! „ wy ; inſomuch that his Maſter knowing it was 
his Dog by the Howl, runs out, and, tauch'd with the 
Injury, whips up a Stick that was at Hand, lets drive 
at the Mad-man, and belabours him to ſome Purpoſe, 
crying out at every Blow, You Son of a Bitch, abuſe my 
Spaniel! You inhumane Raſcal, did not you know that 
my Dog was a Spaniel! And fo thwack*d the poor Lu- 
natict, till he had not a while Bone in his Skin. At laſt 
he cratol d from under his Clutches, aud it was a whole 


Month 
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The Author's PREFACE. vil 
Month before he could lick himſelf whole again. Never- 


theleſs out he came once more with his Invention, and hea= 


dier than the former; but coming by the ſame Dog again, 


though he had a Month's Mind to give him tether Dab; 
jet recollefting himſelf, and fſhrugging up his Shoulders : 
No guoth he, I muſt have a care, this Dog's a Spaniel, 
In ſhort, all Dogs he met, whether Maſtiffs or Hounds, 
were downright Spantels to Him ever after. Now the 
Moral of the Fable is this: This Author's II it is the 


Mad-man's Stone, and tis likely he will be cautious haw 


Die let's it fall for the future, 


One Nord more, and I have done with him. Pray 
tell the mighty Man, That as to his Menaces of taking 
the Bread out of my Mouth, I ſhall only Anſwer him 
with a piece 4 an Old Song, God proſper long our Noble 
King, our Lives and Safeties all,-—-and ſo Peace be 
with him Long Live the great Conde de Lemos, whoſe 
Humanity and celebrated Liberality ſuſtain me under the 
moſt ſevere Blows of Fortune ! And may the eminent Cha- 
rity of the Cardinal of Toledo, make an eternal Monument 
to his Fame! Had I never Publiſhd a Word, and 
were as many Books Publiſhed againſt me, as there are 
Letters in Mingo Revulgo's Poems ; yet the Bounty of 
theſe two Princes, that have taken Charge of me, 
without any Soliciting, or Adulation, were ſufficient in 
my Favour : And 1 think myſelf Richer and Greater in 
Their Efteem, than I would in any profitable Honour 
that can be Purchas d at the ordinary rate of Advance-' 
ment. The Indigent Man may attam their Favour, but 
the Vicious cannot, Povertv may partly Eclipſe a Gen- 
tleman, but cannot totally Ch/cure him; and thoſe Glim- 
merings of Ingenuity that peep through the Chinks of a 
narroto Fortune, have always gain d the Eſteem of the 
truly Neble and Generous Spirits. 
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Now Reader, I have done with him and you, of 
| give me leave to tell you, that this Second Part of Don 
1 Quixote, which I now preſent you, is cut by the ſame 
| hand, and of the ſame Piece with the Firſt. Here ß 
have the Knight once more fitted out, and at laſt brought | Z 
to his Death, and fairly laid in his Grave ; that no 
Body may preſume ts raiſe any more Stories of him. | 

e has committed Extravagancies enow already, he's 
forry for't, and that's ſufficient, Too much of one thing 


ehgs the Appetite, but Scarcity makes every thing go | | 
down, * 


T forgot to tell you, that my Perſiles is almaſt finiſp' d, 
and expects to hiſs your Hands in a little time; and the 


Second Part of the Galatea will ſhortly put in for the 
fame Honour, 
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Life and Atchievements 
Of the Renowned 


Don Sixote de la Mancha. 


PARTI VOL III. 


CHAT. © 


hat paſs'd between the Curate, the Barber and 
Don Quixote, concerning bis Tnarſpeſition. 


AID HAMET Benengeli relates in the 
2 Second Part of this Hiſtory, and Don 
Quixote's third Sally, that the Curate and 
the Barber were almoſt a whole Month 
without giving him a Viſit; leſt, calling 
to mind his former Extravagancics, he might take 
Occaſion to renew them. However, they fail'd not 
every Day to ſee his Niece and his Houſe-kecper, 
whom they charged to treat and cheriſh him with great 
Care, and to give him ſuch Diet as might be moſt 
proper to chear his Heart, and comfort his Brain, 
whence in all likelihood his Diforder wholly pro- 
ceeded. They anſwer'd, that they did fo, and would 
continue it to their utmoſt power; the rather becauſe 
A 5 they 
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10 The Life and Atchievements 
they obſerved, that ſometimes he ſeemed to be in his 
right Senſes. This News was very welcome to the Cu- 
rate and the Barber, who looked on this Amendment 
as an Effect of Their Contrivance, in bringing him 
home in the Inchanted Waggon, as 'tis Recorded in 
the laſt Chapter of the firſt Part of this moſt impor- 
tant, and no leſs punctual, Hiſtory, Thereupon they 
reſolved to give him a Viſit, and make trial themſelves 
of the Progreſs of a Cure, which they thought almoſt 
impoſſible, 'I hey alſo agreed not to ſpeak a Word of 
_ Knight-Errantry, leſt they ſhould endanger a Wound 
ſo lately cloſed and ſo tender, In ſhort, they went to 
ſee him, and found him ſitting up in his Bed in a Waſte- 
coat of green Bays, and a red Toledo Cap on his Head: 
But the poor Gentleman was ſo wither'd and waſted, 
that he look'd like a meer Mummy. He received 
them very civilly, and when they enquired of his 
Health, gave them an account of his Condition, ex- 
preſſing himſelf very handſomly, and with a great deal 
of judgment. After they had diſcours'd a while of ſe- 
veral Matters, they fell at laſt on State- Aﬀairs and 
Forms of Government, Correcting this Grievance, 
and Condemning that, Reforming one Cuſtom, Re- 
jecting another, and Eſtabliſhing new Laws, as if 
they had been the Lycurgus“s or Solons of the Age 
till they had refined and new-modelled the Common- 
wealth at ſuch a rate, that they ſeemed to have clap- 
ped it into a Forge, and drawn it out wholly diffs 

rent from what it was before. Don Quixote reaſoned 
v th ſo much Diſcretion on every Subject, that his 
two Viſitors now undoubtedly believed him in his 
right Senſes, 

His Niece and Houſe- kceper were preſent at theſe 
Diſcourſes; and hearing him give ſo many Marks of 
a found Underſtanding, thought they could never re- 
turn Heaven ſufficient Thanks for ſo extraordinary a 


C- 


Bleſſing. But the Curate,who wondered at this ſtrange | 


Amends 
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of the Renown'd Don Quixote, 11 


Amendment, being reſolved totry whether Don Quix- 
ote was perfely recovered, thought fit to alter the Re- 
ſolution he had taken to avoid entring into any Diſ- 
courſe of Knight-Errantry; and therefore began to 
talk to him of News, and among the reſt that it wag 
credibly reported at Court, that the Grand Signior 
was advancing with a vaſt Army, and no Body knew 
where the Tempeſt would fall; that all Chriftendom was 
alarmed, as it uſed to be almoſt every Year; and that 
the King was providing for the Security of the Coaſts 
of Sicily and Naples, and the Iſland of Malta. His Ma- 
jeſty, ſaid Don Quixote, acts the part of a moſt prudent 
Warrior, in putting his Dominions betimes in a Poſ- 
ſture of Defence; for by that Precaution he prevents 
the Surprizes of the Enemy: but yet if My Counſel 
were to be taken in this Matter, I would adviſe ano- 
ther ſort of Preparation, which I fancy his Majeſty lit- 
tle thinks of at preſent. Now Heaven aſſiſt thee, poor 
Don Quixote, (ſaid the Curate to himſelf, hearing this,) 
I am afraid thou art now tumbling from the Top of thy 
Madneſs to the very Bottom of Simplicity, Thereupon 
the Barber, who had preſently made the ſame Reflection, 
deſired Don Quixote to communicate to them this 
mighty Project of his; for, ſaid he, Who knows but, 
after all, it may be one of thoſe that ought only to find 
a Place in the Liſt of impertinent Admonitions uſually 
ven to Princes, No, good Mr. Trimmer, anſwer'd 
Don Quixote, my Project is not impertinent, but high- 
ly adviſeable. I meant no harm in what I faid, vir, 
replied the Barber, only we generally find, moſt of 
theſe Projects that are offered to the King, are either 
Impracticable or W himtical, or end to the Detriment 


. . . . . . * 
of the K ing or Kingdom. But mine, ſaid Don Quixote, 


is neither impoſhble nor ridiculous; far from that, *tis 
the moſt eaſy, the moſt thoroughly weighed, and the 
moſt conciſe, that ever can be devis'd by Man. Me- 
thinks you are too long before you let us know it, Sir, 


ſaid 
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ſaid the Curate. To deal freely with you, reply*'d Don 
Quixote, I ſhould be loth to tell it you here Now, and 
have it reach the Ear of ſome Privy- Counſellor To- 
morrow, and fo afterwards fee the Fruit of my Inven- 
tion reap'd by ſomebody elſe. As for me, ſaid the | 
Barber, I give you my Word here, and in the Face 
of Heaven, never to tell it, either to King, Queen, |" 
Rook, * Pawn, or Knight, or any earthly Man: Aan 
Oath I learn'd out of the Romance of the Curate, in 
the Preface to which he tells the King, who it was 
that robb'd him of his hundred Doublons, and his Am- 
bling Mule. I know nothing of the Story, ſaid Don. 
uizote ; but I have reaſon to be ſatisfied with the 
Oath, becauſe I'm confident Maſter Barber is an ho- 
I neſt Man. Tho? he were not, ſaid the Curate, I'll be 
|F his Surety in this matter, and will engage for him,” 
| he ſhall no more ſpeak of it, than if he were dumb, 
| under what Penalty you pleaſe, And who ſhall anſwer 
| for You, Mr. Curate, anſwer'd Dorf Qnixote? MyPro- 
[ feſſion, reply*d the Curate, which binds me toSecrecy. | 
[Body of me then! cry'd Don Quixote, what has the 
| King to do more, but to cauſe publick Proclamation F 
1 to be made, enjoining all the Knights-Errant that are 
1 diſpers'd in this Kingdom, to make their Perſonal Ap- 
| pearance at Court upon a certain Day. For thoug} 
but half a Dozen ſhould meet, there may be ſome OnE 
among them, whoevenalone might be able to deſtroy 
the whole united Force of Turky, For pray obſerve 
well what I ſay, Gentlemen, and take me along with 
e. Do you look upon it as a new thing for one Knight-- 
—— alone to Rout an Army of Two Hundred T hou- 
ſand Men, with as much eaſe as if all of em join'd to- 
ether had but one Throat, or were made of Sugar- 
Paſte? You know how many Hiſtories are full of theſe 
Wonders. Were but the Renown*'d Don Belianis liv- 
ing now, with a Vengeance on me, (for I'll curſe no 
| Body 
* In Allufimn to the Game at Cheſs, ſo common then in Spain. 
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Body elſe) or ſome Knight of the innumerable Race 
of Amadis de Gaul, and he met with theſe Turks, what a 
woful Condition would they be in ! However, I hope 
Providence will in Pity look down upon his People, 
and raiſe up, if not ſo prevalent a Champion as thoſe 
of former Ages, at leaſt, ſome one who may perhaps 
rival them in Courage ; Heaven knows my meaning; 
I ſay no more. Alas! ſaid the Niece, hearing this, 
I'll lay my Life, my Uncle has ſtil] a hankring after 
Knight-Errantry. I will die a Knight-Errant, cry'd 
Don Quixote, and ſo let the Turks land where they 
leaſe, how they pleaſe, and when they pleaſe, and 
with all the Forces, they can gan Muſter ; once more I 
ſay, Heaven knows my Meaning. Gentlemen, ſaid the 
Barber, I beg leave to tell you a ſhort Story of ſome- 
what that happened at Sevi Indeed it falls out as pat 
as if it had been made for our preſent Purpoſe, and fo 
I have a great Mind to tell it. Don Quixote gave Con- 
ſent, the Curate and the reſt of the Company were 
willing to hear; and thus the Barber begun. 

A certain Perſon being Diſtracted, was put into the 
Mad- Houſe at Sevil by his Relations. He had ſtudied 
the Civil-Law, and taken his Degrees at O//una ; tho', 
had he taken them at Salamanca, many are of Opinion 
he would have been mad too. After he had lived ſome 
Years in this Confinement, he was pleas'd to fancy 
himſelf in his right Senſes, and upon this Conc-it 
wrote to the Archbiſhop, beſeeching him with g:cat 
Earneſtneſs, and all the Colour of Reaſon imaginable, 
to releaſe him out of his Miſery by his Authority, 
ſince by the Mercy of Heaven he was wholly freed 
from any Diſorder in his Mind; only his Relations, 
he ſaid, kept him in ſtill to enjoy his Eſtate, and de- 
ſigned, in ſpight of Truth, to have him Mad to his 
dying Day. The Archbiſhop, perſuaded by many 
Letters which he wrote: to him on that Subject, all 


penn'd with Senfe and Judgment, order'd one of his 
Chap- 
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Chaplains to enquire of the Governor of the Houſe, 


into the Truth of the Matter, and alſo to diſcourſe M : 
with the Party, that he might ſet him at large, in 


caſe he found him free from Diſtraction, Thereupon 


the Chaplain went, and having aſk'd the Governor . 


what Condition the Graduate was in? Was anſwer'd, 
that he was ſtill mad; that ſometimes indeed he would 
talk like a Man of excellent Senſe, but preſently after 
he would relapſe into his former Extravagancies, 
which at leaſt ballanced all his rational Talk, as he 
himſelf might find, if he pleas'd to diſcourſe him. 
The Chaplain, being refolv'd to make the Experiment, 
went to the Mad-man, and convers'd with him above 
an Hour, and in all that time could not perceive the 
leaſt Diſorder in his Brain ; far from that, he deli- 
ver'd himſelf with ſo much Sedateneſs, and gave ſuch 
direct and pertinent Anſwers to every Queſtion, that 
the Chaplain was oblig'd to believe him ſound in his 
Underſtanding : nay, he went ſo far, as to make a 
plauſible Complaint againſt his Keeper, alledging, that, 
for the Lucre of thoſe Preſents which his Relations 
ſent him, he repreſented him to thoſe who came to 
ſee him, as one who was {till diſtracted, and had onl 
now and then lucid Intervals; but that after all, his 
reateſtgEnemy was his Eftate, the Poſſeſſion of which 
his Relations being unwilling to reſign, they would 
not acknowledge the Mercy of Heaven, that had once 
more made him a rational Creature. Inſhort, he plead- 
ed in ſuch a manner, that the Keeper was ſuſpected, 
his Relations were cenſured as Covetous and Unna- 
tural, and he himſelf was thought Maſter of ſo much 
Senſe, that the Chaplain reſolv'd to take him along 
with him, that the Archbiſhop might be able to ſa- 
tisfy himſelf of the Truth of the whole Buſineſs. In 
order to this, the credulous Chaplain deſir'd the Go- 
vernor to give the Graduate the Habit which he had 
brought with him at his firſt coming. The Governor 


us'd 


WB r 7 : ** 
* — 


i 


a 

* 
. 
* 


| of the Renoun d Don Quixote, 15 


us'd all the Arguments which he thought might diſ- 
ſuade the Chaplain from his Deſign, aſſuring him, that 


the Man was {till frantick and diſorder'd in his Brain, 


But he could not prevail with him to leave the Mad- 


man there any longer, and therefore was forced to 


comply with the Archbiſhop's Order, and returned 


the Man his Habit, which was neat and decent, 


Having now put off his Madman's Weeds, and 


finding himſelf in the Garb of rational Creatures, he 
| begg'd of the Chaplain, for Charity's ſake, to permit 
> him to take leave of his late Companions in Affliction. 
The Chaplain told him he would bear him Company, 


having a mind to ſee the Mad-folks in the Houle, 


So they went up Stairs, and with them ſome other 
People that ſtood by, Preſently the Graduate came 
to a kind of a Cage, where lay a Man that was out- 
> rageouſly Mad, though at that Inſtant ſtill and quiet; 
and addreſſing himſelf to him, Brother, ſaid he, have 
you any Service to command me? I am juſt going to 


mv own Houſe, Thanks be to Heaven, which, of its 


infinite Goodneſs and Mercy, has reſtored me to my 
* Senſes. Be of good Comfort, and put your Truſt in 
the Father of 
* ciſul to You as he has been to Me, I'll be ſure to ſend 


iſdom, who will, I hope, be as Mer- 


you ſome choice Victuals, which I would have you 


/ eat by all means; for I muſt needs tell you, that I have 


Reaſon to imagine, from my own Experience, that 
all our Madneſs proceeds from keeping our Stomachs 
empty of Food, and our Brains full of Wind. Take 
heart then, my Friend, and be chearful; for, this deſ- 
ponding in Misfortunes impairs our Health, and hur- 
ries us to the Grave, Juſt over againſt that Room lay 
another Mad-man, who having liſten'd with an en- 
vious Attention to all this Diſcourſe, ſtarts up from 
an old Mat on which he lay ſtark naked; Who's that, 
cry'd he aloud, that's going away ſo well recover'd and 
ſo wiſe? *Tis, I, Brother, that am goiug, reply'd the 

ra- 


16 We Life and Atchievements 


Graduate; I have now no need to ſtay here any lon- 


ger; for which Bleſſing I can never ceaſe to return 
my humble and hearty Thanks to the infinite Good- 
neſs of Heaven. Doctor, quoth the Madman, have a 
Care what you ſay, and let not the Devil delude you, 
Stir not a Foot, but keep ſnug in your old Lodging, 
and fave yourſelf the curſed Vexation of being brought 
back to your Kennel. Nay, anſwer'd the other, Fu 
warrant you there will be no Occaſion for my coming 
hither again *, I know I am perfectly well. You 
well! cry'd the Madman, we ſhall ſoon ſee that. 
——Farewel, but by the Sovereign Jupiter, whoſe 
Majeſty I repreſent on Earth, for this very Crime 
alone that Sil has committed in ſetting thee at large, 
affirming, that thou art ſound in thy Intellects, J will 
take ſuch a ſevere Revenge on the whole City, that 
it ſhall be remember'd with Terror from Age to Age, 
for ever and aye; Amen. Doſt thou not know, my 
oor Brainleſs Thing in a Gown, that this is in My 
ower? I that am the Thundering Jede, that graſp 
in my Hands the red-hot Bolts of Heaven, with which 
J keep the threatned World in awe, and might reduce 
it all to Aſhes, But ſtay, I will commute the hery 
Puniſhment, which this ignorant Town deſerves, in- 
to another : I will only ſhut up the Flood-Gates of 
the Skies, ſo that there ſhall not fall a Drop of Rain 
upon this City, nor on all the neighbouring Country 
round about it, for three Years together, to begin 
from the very Moment that gives Date to this my in- 
violable Execration. T hou free! thou well, and in 
thy Senſes! and I here mad, diſtemper'd, and con- 
fined! By my Thunder, I will no more indulge the 
Town 


In the Original, tornar a andar eſtationes: i. e. 7 
viſit the Statian- Churches again: Certain Churches, with 
Indulgences, appointed to be wiſited, either for Pardon of 
Sins, or for procuring Bleſſings. Mad men, probably in 
their lucid Intervals, were oblig'd to this Exerciſeè. 
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Town with Rain, than I would hang my ſelf. As eve- 

one there was attentive to theſe loud and frantick 
Threats, the Graduate turn'd to the Chaplain, and 
taking him by the Hand; Sir, ſaid he, let not that 
Mad-man's Threats trouble you. Never mind him; 
for, if he be Jupiter, and will not let it Rain, I am 
Neptune, the Parent and God of the Waters, and it 
ſhall Rain as often as I pleaſe, where-ever Neceſſity 
ſhall require it. However, anſwer'd the Chaplain, 
good Mr. Neptune, tis not convenient to provoke 
Mr. Jupiter Therefore be pleas'd to ſtay here a lit- 
tle longer, and ſome other Time at convenient Lei- 
ſure, F may chance to find a better Opportunity to 
wait on you, and bring you away.. The Keeper and 
the reſt of the Company could not forbear Laughing, 
which put the Chaplain almoſt out of Countenance. 
In ſhort, Mr, Neptune was diſrob'd again, ſtay'd 


where he was, and there's an end of the Story. 


Well, Mr. Barber, ſaid Don Quixote, and this is 
your Tale which you ſaid came ſo pat to the preſent 
purpoſe, that you could not forbear telling it ! Ah, 
Good-man Cut-beard, Good-man Cut-beard! How 
blind muſt He be that can't ſee through a Sieve ! Is it 
poſſible your pragmatical Worſhip ſhould not know 
that the Compariſons made between Wit and Wit, 
Courage and Courage, Beauty and Beauty, Birth and 
Birth, are always odious and ill taken? I am not 
Neptune, the God of the Waters, good Mr. Barber: 
neither do I pretend to ſet up for a wiſe Man when 1 
am not ſo, All J aim at, is only to make the World 
ſenſible how much they are to blame, in not Jabouring 
to revive thoſe moſt happy Times, in which the Or- 
der of Knight-Errantry was in its full Glory. But in- 
deed, this degenerate Age of ours is unworthy the En- 


; Joyment of ſo great a Happineſs, which former Ages 


could boaſt, when Knights-Errant took upon them- 
ſelves the Defence of Kingdoms, the nn of 
| Am- 
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Darnſelſs, the Relief of Orphans, the Puniſhment of 
Pride and Oppreſſion, and the Reward of Humility. 
Moſt of your Knights now-a-days, keep a greater 
Ruſtling with their — Garments of Damaſk, 
Gold Brocade, and other coſtly Stuffs, than with the 
Coats of Mail, which they ſhould glory to wear. No 
Knight Now will lie on the hard Ground in the open 
Field, expos'd to the injurious Air, from Head to Foot 
inclos'd in ponderous Armour: W hereare thoſe Now, 
who, without taking their Feet out of the Stirrups, and 
only leaning on their Lances, like the Knights-Errant 
of Old, ſtrive to diſappoint invading Sleep, rather than 
indulge it? Where is that Knight, who, having firſt 
travers'd a ſpacious Foreſt, climb'd up a ſteep ” Juoby 
tain, and journey*d over a diſmal barren Shore, waſh'd 
by a turbulent tempeſtuous Sea, and finding on the 
Brink a little Skiff, deſtitute of Sails, Oars, Maſt, or 
any kind of Tackling, is yet fo bold as to throw him- 
ſelf into the Boat with an undaunted Reſolution, and 
reſign himſelf to the implacable Billows of the Main, 
that now mount him to the Skies, and then hurry him 
down to the moſt profound Receſſes of the Waters; 
till, with his inſuperable Courage, ſurmounting at laſt 
the Hurricane, even in its greateſt Fury, he finds him- 
ſelf above Three Thouſand Leagues from the Place 
where he firſt imbark'd, and, leaping aſhore in a re- 
mote and unknown Region, meets with Adventures 


that deſerve to be recorded, not only on Parchment 


but on Corinthian Braſs. But now, alas! Sloth and Effe- 
minacy triumph over Lt; Mow and Labour; Idleneſs 
over Induſtry; Vice over Vertue; Arrogance over Va- 
lour, and the Theory of Arms over the Practice, that 


true Practice, which only liv'd and flouriſh'd in thoſe 
Golden Days, and among thoſe Profeſſors of Chivalry. 
For, where ſhall we hear of a Knight more Valiant and 
more Honourable than the Renowned Amadis de Gaul? 
Who more diſcreet than Palmerin of England? Who 
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more Affable and Complaiſant than Tirante the White 2 
Who more Gallant than Liſuarte of Greece? Who 
more Cut and Hack'd, or a greater Cutter and Hacker 
than Don Belianis? Who more Intrepid than Perion 
of Gaul? Who more Daring than Felixmarte of Hyr- 
cania? Who more Sincere than E/plandian ? Who 
more Courteous than Ciriongilio of Thrace? Who 
more Brave than Rodomont? Who more Prudent than 
King Sobrins? Who more Deſperate than Rinaldo? 
Who more Invincible than Orlando & And who more 
Agreeable or more Affable than Rogers, from 
whom, (according to Twrpin in his Coſmography) the 
Dukes of Ferrara are deſcended ? All theſe Champi- 
ons, Mr. Curate, and a great many more that I could 
mention, were Knights-Errant, and the very Light 
and Glory of Chivalry; now, ſuch as theſe are the 
Men I would adviſe the King to employ ; by which 
means his Majeſty would be effectually ſerv'd, and 
freed from a vaſt Expence, and the Turk would tear 
his very Beard for Madneſs. For my part, I don't de- 
ſign to ſtay where I am, becauſe the Chaplain will 
not fetch me out; tho”, if Fupiter, as Mr. Barber 
faid, will ſend no Rain, here ſtands one that will, 
and can Rain, when he pleaſes, This I ſay, that 
Goodman Baſon here may know I underſtand his 
meaning. Truly, good Sir, ſaid the Barber, I meant 
no ill, Heaven is my Witneſs, my Intent was good : 
and therefore I hope your Worſhip will take nothing 
amiſs. Whether I ought to take it amiſs or no, re- 
ply'd Don Quixote, is beſt known to myſelf. Well, 
ſaid the Curate, I have hardly ſpoken a Word yet; 
and before I go, I would gladly be eas'd of a Scruple, 
which Don Putx:te's Words have ſtarted within me, 
and which grates and gnaws my Conſcience, Mr. Cu- 
rate may be free with me in greater Matters, ſaid Don 
Quixote, and fo may well tell his Scruple ; for 'tis no 


Pleaſure to have a Burden upon one's Conſcience, 
| With 
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With your leave then, Sir, ſaid the Curate, I muſt 
tell you, that I can by no means prevail with myſelf 
to believe, that all this Multitude of Knizhts-Errant, 
which your Worſhip has mention'd, were ever real 
Men of this World, and true ſubitantial Fleih and 
Blood ; but rather, that whatever is ſaid of them, 1s 
all Fable and Fiction, Lies and Dreams, related by 
Men rather half aſleep than awake. I his is indeed 
another Miſtake, faid Don Quixote, into which many 
have been led, who do not believe there ever were 
any of thoſe Knights in the World. And ir ſeveral 
Companies, I have many Times had occafion to vin- 
dicate that maniſeſt Fruth from the almoſt univerſal 
Error, that is entertained to its Prejudice. Some— 
times my Succeſs has not been anſwerable to the 
Goodneſs of my Cauſe, though at others it has; be- 
ing ſupported on the Shoulders of Truth, which is 
ſo apparent, that I dare almoſt ſay, I have ſeen Ama- 
dis de Gaul with theſe very Eyes. He was a tall 
comely Perſonage, of a good and lively Complexion, 
his Beard well ordered tho' black, his A ſpect at once 
awful and affable: A Man of few Words, {lowly pro- 
voked, and quickly pacify'd. And, as I have given you 
the Picture of Amadis, I fancy I could readily delineate 
all the Knights-Errant that are to be met with in 
Hiſtory : For once apprehending, as I do, that they 
were juſt ſuch as their Hiſtories report them, *tis an 
eaſy matter to gueſs their Features, Statures and Com- 
plexions, by the Rules of ordinary Philoſophy, and 
the Account we have of their Atchievements, and 
various Humours. Pray, good Sir, quoth the Barber, 
how tall then might the Giant Morgante be? Whe- 
ther there ever were Giants or no, anſwer'd Don 
Quixote, is a Point much controverted among the 
Learned. However, the Holy Writ, that cannot 
deviate an Atome from Truth, informs us there were 
ſome, of which we have an Inſtance in the account 
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it gives us of that huge Philiſtine, Goliah, who was 
ſeven Cubits and a half high; which is a prodigious 
Stature. Beſides, in Sicih Thigh-bones and Shoul- 
der- bones have been found of fo immenſe a Size, that 
from thence of Neceflity we muſt conclude by the 
certain Rules of Geometry, that the Men to whom 
they belong'd were Giants, as big as huge Steeples. 
But, for all this, I cannot poſitively tell you how big 
MHorgante was; though J am apt to believe he was 
not very tall, and that which makes me inclinable to 
believe ſo, is, that in the Hiſtory which gives us a 
particular Account of his Exploits, we read, that 
he often us'd to lie under a Roof. Now if there were 
any Houſe that could hold him, *tis evident he could 
not be of an immenſe Bigneſs. That muſt be granted, 
ſaid the Curate, who took ſome Pleaſure in hearing 
him talk at that ſtrange Rate, and therefore aſk'd 
him what his Sentiments were of the Faces of Rinaldo 
of Montalban, Orlando, and the reſt of the Twelve 
Peers of France, who had all of 'em been Knights- 
Errant? As for Rinaldo, anſwer'd Don Quixote, I 


dare venture to ſay, he was broad-fac'd, of a ruddy 


Complexion, his Eyes ſparkling and large, very 
Captious, extremely Cholerick, and a Favourer of 
Robbers and profligate Fellows. As for Rolands, 
Rotolando, or Orlando, (for all theſe ſeveral Names 
are given him in Hiſtory) I am of Opinion and aſſure 
myſelf, that he was of middling Stature, broad- 
ſhoulder'd, ſomewhat bandy-legg'd, brown-viſag'd, 
red-bearded, very hairy on his Body, ſurly-look'd, 
no Talker, but yet very civil and good-humour'd, 
If Orlando was no handſomer than you tell us, ſaid 
the Curate, no wonder the fair Angelica lighted 
him, and preferr'd the briſk, pretty, charming, 
downy-chinn'd young Moor before him; neither 
was ſhe to blame to neglect the Roughneſs of the one 
for the ſoft Embraces of the other. That Angelica, 


Mr. 
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Mr. Curate, ſaid Don Quixote, was a diſſolute Dam- 
fel, a wild flirting wanton Creature, and ſomewhat 
capricious to boot. She left the World as full of her 
Impertinencies as of the Fame of her Beauty. She 
deſpis'd a thouſand Princes, a thouſand of the moſt 
valiant and diſcreet Knights in the whole World, and 
took up with a paltry beardleſs Page, that had neither 
Eſtate nor Honour, and who could lay Claim to no 
other Reputation, but that of being grateful, when he 
gave a Proof of his Affection to his Friend Dardinel. 
And indeed, even that great Extoller of her Beauty, 
the celebrated Ariaſto, either not daring, or rather not 
deſiring to rehearſe what happen'd to Angelica, after 
ſhe had fo baſely proſtituted herſelf (which Paſlages 
doubtleſs could not be very much to her Reputation) 
that very Arigſto, I ſay dropp'd her Character quite, 
and left her with theſe Verſes, 
Perhaps ſome better Lyre ſhall ſing, 
How Love and She made him Cataya's King : 

And without doubt that was a Kind of a Pro- 
phecy ; for the Denomination of Yates, which ſigni- 
fies a Prophet, is common to thoſe whom we other- 
wiſe call Poets. Accordingly indeed this Truth has 
been made evident; for in Proceſs of Time, a famous 
Andaluſian Poet * wept for her, and celebrated her 
Tears in Verſe; and another eminent and choice 
Poet of Caſtile + made her Beauty his Theme. But, 
pray Sir, ſaid the Barber, among ſo many Poets that 
have written in that Lady Angelica's Praiſe, did none 
of em ever write a Satyr upon her? Had Sacripante, 
or Orlando been Poets, anſwer'd Don Quixote, I 
make no Queſtion but they would have handled her 
to ſome Purpoſe ; for there's nothing more common 
than for caſt Poets, when diſdain'd by their feign'd or 
falſe Miſtreſſes, to revenge themſelves with Satyrs 
| and 
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and Lampoons ; a proceeding certainly unworthy a 
generous Spirit. However, I never yet did hear of 
any Defamatory Verſes on the Lady Angelica, tho' ſhe 
made ſo much Miſchief in the World, That's a Mi- 
racle indeed, cry'd the Curate, But here they were 
interrupted by a Noiſe below in the Yard, where the 
Niece and the Houſe-keeper, who had left 'em ſome 
time before, were very Obſtreperous, which made 
'em all haſten to know what was the Matter, 


CHAP. I. 


Of the memorable Quarrel between Sancho 


Panza, and Don Quixote's Niece and Houſe- 
keeper ; with other pleaſant Paſſages. 


HE Hiſtory informs us, that the Occaſion of 
the Noiſe which the Niece and Houſe-keeper 


| made, was Sancho Panza*s endeavouring to force his 
way into the Houſe, while they at the ſame time held 
> the Door againſt him to keep him out, What, have 
you to do in this Houſe, ye Paunch-gutted Squob, 


cry'd one of 'em? Go, go, keep to your own home, 


Friend, *Tis all along of You, and no body elſe, that 
my poor Maſter is diſtracted, debauch'd, and carry*d 


W a Rambling all the Country over. "Thou Houſe- 


keeper for the Devil, reply'd Sancho, Tis I that am 
diſtracted, debauch'd, and carry'd a rambling, and 
not Your Maſter. *Twas He led me the Jaunt ; ſo 


; you are wide of the Matter. Twas He that inveig- 


led me from my Houſe and Home with his Col- 
loguing, and ſaying he would give me an Iſland ; 
which is not come yet, and I ſtill wait for. May'ſt 
thou be choak'd with thy plaguy Iflands, cry'd the 
Niece, thou curſed Paunch! And what are your 
Iſlands ! Any thing to eat, Good-man Greedy-gut, 
ha? Hold you there, anſwei''d Sancho ! They are not 
to eat, but to govern ; and better Governments than 
any 


4 
= 


24 De Life and Atchievements 


any four Cities, or as many- Heads of the King's 
beſt Corporations. - For all that, quoth the Houſe- 
keeper, thou com'ſt not within theſe Doors, thou 
Bundle of Wickedneſs, and Sack-fulof Roguery | Go, 

govern your own Houſe! Work, you lazy Rogue! TOO 
the Plough, and never trouble your Jolter- Head about 


Iſlands or Oylets: The Curate and the Barber took a 
great deal of Pleaſure to hear this Dialogue. But Don 
Quixote fearing left Sancho ſhould not keep within 


Bounds, but blunder out ſome Diſcoveries prejudicial 


to his Reputation, while he ripped up a Pack of little 


fooliſh Slander, call'd him in, and enjoined the Wo- 
men to be ſilent. Sancho enter'd, and the Curate and 
the Barber took leave of Don Quixote, deſpairing of 
his Cure, conſidering how deep his Folly was rooted 


in his Brain, and how bewitch'd he was with his filly 


Knight-Errantry. Well, Neighbour, ſaid the Cu- 
rate to the Barber, now do I expect nothing better 
of our Gentleman, than to hear ſhortly he is 
gone upon another Ramble. Nor I neither, anſwer'd 
the Barber ; 'but I don't wonder ſo much at the 
Knight's Madneſs as at the Sillineſs of the Squire, 
who thinks himſelf ſo ſure of the Ifland, that I tancy 
all the Art of Man can never beat it out of his Skull, 
Heaven mend 'em, ſaid the Curate! In the mean time 
let us obſerve em; we ſhall find what will be the 
Event of the Extravazance of the Knight, and the 
Fooliſhneſs of the Squire: One would think they had 
been caſt in one Mould ; and indeed the Maſter's 
Madneſs without the Man's Impertinence, were not 
worth a Ruſh. Right, ſaid the Barber, and now 
they are together, methinks I long to know what 
paſſes between em. I don't doubt but the two Wo- 
men will be able to give an Account of that, for they 
are not of a "Temper to withſtand the Temptation 
of Liſt'ning. Mean while Don Quixate having 


. Jock'd himſelf up with his Squire, they had the 


following Colloquy, I take it very ill, ſaid he, 


Sancho, 
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1 Sancho, that you ſhould report, as you do, that J en- 
iced you out of your ag; ds when you know, 
that I myſelf left my own Manſton- Houſe, We ſet 
ut together, continued together, and 323 
ther. We ran the ſame Fortune, and the fame Ha- 


Fards together. If thou haſt been toſs'd in a Blanket 
once, I have been batter'd and bruis'd a hundred 
times; and that's all the Advantage I have had above 
thec. And reaſon good, anſwer'd Sancho; for you 
SF urſelf uſe to fay, that Ill- luck and Croſs- bitings are 
Foftner to light on the Knights than on their Squires. 
TT hou art miſtaken, Sachs, reply'd Don Quixote; 
For the Proverb will tel! thee, that Quando caput do- 
et, &c. Nay, quoth Sancho, I underſtand no Lan- 
guage but my own, I mean, ſaid Don Quote, that 
hen the Head akes, all the Members partake of the 
Pain: So then, as I am thy Maſter, 25 alſo thy 
lead; and as thou art my Servant, thou art one of 
ny Members; it follows therefore, that I cannot be 
ſenſible of Pain, but thou too ought'ſt to be affected 
with it ; and likewiſe, that nothing of IIl can befal 
thee, but I muſt bear a Share, Right, quoth Sancho; 
but yet when I, as a Limb of you, was tofs'd in a 
Blanket, my Head was pleas'd to ſtay a't'other Side 
of the Wall, and ſaw me friſking in the Air, without 
going Snacks in my bodily Trouble. Thou art great- 
Jy miſtaken, Sancho, anſwer'd Don Quixote, if thou 
think'ſt I was not ſenſible of thy Sufferings: For I 
as then more tortur'd in Mind, than thou waſt tor- 
mented in Body; but let us adjourn this Diſcourſe 
till ſome other time, which doubtleſs will afford us 
an Opportunity to redreſs paſt Grievances, I pray 

thee tell me now what does the Town ſay of me? 

What do the Neighbours, what do the People think 


of me? What ſay the Gentry, and the better Sort? 


How do the Knights diſcourſe of my Valour, my 


high Feats of Arms, and my courteous Behaviour? 
Vo I. III. 8 What 
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What Thoughts do they entertain of my Deſign, ti 

Oblivion the Order of Knight- 
Errantry, and reſtore it to the World? In ſhort, tell 
me freely and ſincerely whatever thou haſt heard; nei- 
ther enlarg'd with flattering Commendations, nor lei- 
ſen'd by any Omiſſion of my Diſpraiſe; for 'tis the 
Duty of faithful Servants to lay Truth before their 
Maſters in its honourable Nakedneſs. And I would!“ 
have thee know, Sancho, that if it were to appear be- 
fore Princes, in its native Simplicity, and diſrobed of 
the odious Diſguiſe of Flattery, we ſhould ſee happicr | 
Days; this Age would be chang'd into an Age of? 
Gold, and former Times compared to this, would be 
call'd the Iron Age. Remember this, and be advis'd, 
that I may hear thee impart a faithful Account off 
theſe Matters. That I will, with all my Heart, an- 
ſwer'd Sancho, ſo your Worſhip will not take it amiſs, 
if I tell what I have heard, juſt as I heard it, and nei-F 


raiſe from the Grave of 


ther better nor worſe. Nothing ſhall provoke me to 


Anger, anſwer'd Don Quixote; ſpeak freely, and] 
without any Circumlocution, Why then, quothF 


Sancho, :frſt and foremoſt you are to know, that the 


common People take you for a downright Mad-man, Þ 


and me for one that has not much Guts in his Brains, 


The Gentry ſay, that not being content to keep 
within the Bounds of Gentility, you have taken upon Þ 

ou to:be a Don, and ſet up for a Knight, and aÞ 
Ripht Worſhipful, with a ſmall Vineyard, and two! 
Acres of Land, a Tatter before, and another behind, 
The Knights, forſooth, take Pepper i'th' Noſe, and 
ſay, they don't like to have your ſmall Gentry think 
themſelves as good as they, eſpecially your old-faſhion'd Þ 
Country Squires that mend and lamp-black their own 
Shoes, and darn ye their old black Stockings them- 
{clves with a Needleful of Green Silk. All this does 
not affect me, ſaid Don Quixote, for I always wear 


good Clothes, and never have em patch'd. *Tis 7 
6 . t ey 
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BF they may be a little torn ſometimes, but that's more 
EX with my Armour than my long Wearing. As tor 
ll what relates to your Proweſs, (ſaid Sancho proceed- 
ing) together with your Feats of Arms, your cour- 
4 teous Behaviour, and your Undertaking, there are 


ſeveral Opinions about it. Some ſay he's mad, but 
a pleaſant Sort of a Madman; others ſay, he's Va- 
ol © liant, but his Luck is naught ; others, he's Courte- 


"FR ous, but damn'd Impertinent. And thus they ſpend 
"i e many Verdicts upon you, and take us both ſo to 
' FR Pieces, that they leave neither you nor me a ſound 
oo Bone in our Skins. Conſider, Sancho, ſaid Don 
by Quixote, that the more eminently Virtue ſhines, the 
* more *tis expos'd to the Perſecution of Envy. Few 
or none of thoſe famous Heroes of Antiquity, could 
eſcape the venomous Arrows of Calumny. Julius 
us, * Cz/ar, that moſt courageous, prudent, and valiant 
en Captain, was mark'd, as bethg Ambitious, and nei- 
- OFT ther ſo clean in his Apparel, nor in his Manners, as 
1 he ought to have been. Alexander, whoſe mighty 


Deeds gain'd him the Title of the Great, was charg'd 
che with being addicted to Drunkenneſs. Hercules, after 
his many heroick Labours, was accus'd of Voluptu- 
ouſneſs and Effeminacy. Don Galaor, the Brother of 
Anadis de Gaul, was taxed with being Quarrelſome, 
and his Brother himſelf with being a Whining, Blub- 
bering Lover. And therefore, my Sancho, ſince fo 
4 many Worthies have not been free from the Aſſaults 
of Detraction, well may I be content to bear my Share 
of that Epidemical Calamity, if it be no more than 
be haſt told me now, Body of my Father! quoth 
Sancho, there's the Buſineſs; you ſay well, if this were 
all: But they don't ſtop here. Why, ſaid Don Quixote, 
what can they ſay more? More, cry'd Sancho, Odd(- 


docs nigs! we are {till to flea the Cat's Tail. You have 
eit had nothing yet but Apple-pies and Sugar-plumbs. 
oh But if you have a Mind to hear all thoſe Slanders and 


B 2 Back- 
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Backbitings that are about Town concerning your 
Worſhip, Ill bring you one anon that ſhall tell you 
every kind of thing that's ſaid of you, without baiting 
you an Ace on't! deer Tr ry Carraſco's Son I mean, 


who has been a Scholard at the Verſity of Salamanca, 


and is got to be a Batchelor of Arts. He came laſt 
Night, you muſt know, and as I went to bid him 
welcome Home, he told me, that your Worthip's 
Hiſtory is already in Books, by the Name of the molt 
Renowned Don 800 de la Mancha, He ſays Jam in 
too, by my own Name of Sanchs Panga, and eke allo 
my Lady Dulcinea del Teboſo; nay, and many things 
that pals'd betwixt no body but us two, which I was 
amaz'd to hear, and could not for my Soul imagine, 
how the Devil he that ſet em down cou'd come by 


the Knowledgeof em. I dare aflure thee, Sancho, faid | 


Don Quixote, that the Author of our Hiſtory muſt be 
ſome Sage Inchanter, and one of thoſe from whoſe 
univerſal Knowledge, none of the things which they 
have a Mind to record can be conceal'd. How ſhould 
he be a Sage and an Inchanter, quoth Sancho ? The 


Batchelor Samßſau Carraſco, for that's the Name of | 


my Tale's Maſter, tells me, he that wrote the Hiftory 


is calPd Cid Hamet * Berengenas. That's a Mooriſh 


Name, ſaid Don Quixote. Like enough, quoth San— 
cho; your Moors are main Lovers of Berengenas, Cer- 
tainly, Sancho, ſaid Don Quixote, thou art miſtaken in 


the Surname of that Cid, that Lord, I mean; for Cid Þ 


in Arabic ſignifies Lord. That may very well be, an- 
1veer'd Sancho, But if you'll have me fetch you the 
joung Scholard, I'll fly to bring him hither. Truly, 
riend, ſaid Don Quixote, thou wilt do me aparticu- 
lar Kindneſs; for what thou haſt already told me, has 
jor | Thin ada 10 


* A Sort of Fruit in Spain, which they boil with or wwith- 
out Fleſh, it was brought over by the Moors. Sancho mate; 
t Vis Blunder, being more #s'd ta this Fruit than hard Names 
He mean; Benengeli. | 
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iv fill'd me with Doubts and Expectations, that Iſbal! 
not cat a Bit that will do me good till I am inform'd 
of the whole Matter. I'll go and fetch him, ſaid 
Sancho. With that, leaving his Maſter, he went to 
look for the Batchelor, and hiving brought him along 
with him a-while after, they all had a very pleaſant 
Dialogue. 


6 


r.. . 


The pleaſant Diſcour ſe between Der Quixote, 
Sancho Panga, and the Betcheigr Sampſou 
Carraſco. | 


ON Quixote remain'd ſtrangely.penfive, expeR- 

ing the Batchelor Carraſco, from whom he 

hop'd to hear News of himſelf, - recorded and printed 
in a Book, as Sancho had informed him: He could 
not be perſuaded that there was ſuch a Hiſtory ex- 
tant, while yet the Blood of thoſe Enemies he had 
cut off, had ſcarce done reeking on the Blade of his 
Sword ; ſo that they could not have already finiſh'd 
and printed the Hiſtory of his mighty Feats of Arms. 
However, at laſt he concluded, that ſome learned 
Sage had, by the way of Inchantment, been able to 
commit them to the Prefs, either as a Friend, to ex- 
to] his heroick Atchievements above the nobleſt Per- 
jormances of the moſt famous Knights-Erraut; or as 
an Enemy, to ſully and annihilate the Luftre of his 
great Exploits, and debaſe *em below the moſt infe- 
rior Actions that ever were mention'd of any of the 
meaneſt Squires. Though (thought he to himſelf) the 
Actions of Squires were never yet recorded; and after 
all, if there were ſuch a Rook printed, fince it was 
the Hiſtory of a Knight-Errant, it could ngt chooſe 
B 3 but 


30 The Life and Atchievements 


but be Pompous, Lofty, Magnificent, and Authen- 
tick. I his Thought yielded him a-while ſome ſmall 
Conſolation 3 but then he relaps'd into melancholick 
Doubts and Anxieties, when he conſider'd that the 
Author had given himſelf the Title of Cid, and con- 
ſequently muſt be a Moor. A Nation from whom no 
Truth could be expected, they all being given to im- 
poſe on others with Lies and fabulous Stories, to fal- 
lify and counterfeit, and very fond of their own Chi- 
mera's, He was not leſs uneaſy, leſt that Writer ſhould 
have been too laviſh in treating of his Amours, to the 
Prejudice of his Lady Dulcinea del Toboſo's Honour. 
He earneftly wiſh'd, that he might find his own invio- 
lable Fidelity celebrated in the Hiſtory, and the Re- 
ſervedneſs and Decency which he had always fo reli- 
giouſly obſerved in his Paſſion for her; lighting 
Queens, Empreſſes, and Damſels of every Degree for 
he Sake, and ſupprefling the dangerous Impulſes of 
natural Deſire. Sancho and Carraſco found him thus 
agitated and perplex'd with a thouſand melancholick 
" Sat which yet did not hinder him from receiving 
the Stranger with a great deal of Civility. 

This Batchelor, taough his Name was Samp/on, 
was none of the biggeſt in Body, but a very great 
Man at all manner of Drollery ; he had a pale and 
bad Complexion, but good Senſe. He was about four 
and twenty Y ears of Age, round Viſag'd, flat Nos'd, 
and wide Mouth'd, all Signs of a malicious Diſpoſt- 
tion, and of one that would delight in nothing more 
than in making Sport for himſelf, by ridiculing o- 
thers ; as he plainly diſcover'd when he ſaw Don 


Quuxote. For, falling on his Knees before him, admit 
me to kiſs your Honour's Hand, cry'd he, moſt noble 
Don Quixote; for by the Habit of St. Peter, which 
1 wear, (though indeed I have as yet taken but the 
Four firſt of the Holy Orders) you are certainly one 
of the moſt renowned K nights-Errant that ever was, 
or 
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or ever will be, through the whole Extent of the ha- 
bitable Globe. Bleſt may the Sage Cid Hamet Benen- 
geli be, for enriching the World with the Hiſtory of 
your mighty Decds; and more than bleſt, that curi- 
ous Virtuoſo, who took care to have it tranſlated out 
of the Arabich into our vulgar Tongue, for the uni- 
verſal Entertainment of Mankind! Sir, ſaid Don 
Quixote, making him riſe, is it then poſſible that my 
Hiſtory is extant, and that it was a oor, and one of 
the Sages that penn'd it? *Tis fo notorious a Truth, 
ſaid the Batchelor, that I do not in the leaſt doubt 
but at this Day there have already been publiſhed a- 
bove twelve thouſand Copies of it. Portugal, Barce- 
lana, and Valencia, where they have been printed, 
can witneſs that, if there were Occaſion. Tis ſaid, 
that *tis alſo now in the Preſs at Antwerp. And I ve- 
rily believe there's ſcarce a Language into which it 
is not to be tranſlated. Truly, Sir, ſaid Don Quixote, 
one of the things that ought to yield the greateft Sa- 
tisfaction to a Perſon of eminent Virtue, is to live to 
ſee himſelf in good Reputation in the World, and his 
Actions publiſhed in Print. I fay, in good Reputation, 
for otherwiſe there's no Death but would be preferable 
to ſuch a Life. As for a good Name and Reputation, 
reply'd 3 your Worſhip has gain'd the Palm 
from all the Knights-Errant that ever liv'd : For, both 
the Arabian in his Hiſtory, and the Chriſtian in his 
Verſion, have been very induſtrious to do Juſtice to 
your Character: your peculiar Galantry; your In- 
trepidity and Greatneſs of Spirit in confronting Dan- 
ger; your Conſtancy in Adverſities, your Patience 
in fuffering Wounds and Afflictious, your Modeſty 
and Continence in that Amour, ſo very Platonict, be- 
tween your Worſhip and my Lady Donna Dulcinea del 
Toboſo. Odſbobs! cry'd Sancho, I never heard her call'd 
ſo before; that Donna is a new Kick; for ſhe us'd to 
be call'd only my Lady Dulcinea del Toboſo; in that, 
B 4 the 
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the Hiſtory is out already, That's no material Ob. 


jection, ſaid Carraſco. No, certainly, added Don 
 «Praxete: But pray, good Mr. Batchelor, on which | 


ot al} my Adventures does the Hiſtory ſeem to lay the 
greateſt Streſs of Remark? As to that, anſwer'd Car- 
raſco, the Opinions of Men are divided according to 
their Faſtes: Some cry up the Adventure of the 
Wind-mills, which appear'd to your Worſhip ſo ma- 
ny Briareus i and Giants, Some are for that of the 
Fulling-mills: Others ſtand up for the Deſcription 
of the two Armies, that afterwards prov'd two Flocks 
f Sheep. Others prize moſt the Adventure of the 
dead Corps that was carrying to Szg-via, One fays, 
that none of them can compare with that of the Gal- 
ley-Slaves; another, that none can ſtand in Competi- 
tion with the Adventure of the Benedifine Giants, 
and the Valorous Biſcayner. Pray, Mr. Batchelor, 
quoth Sancho, is there nothing ſaid of that of the Zan- 
guęſtams, an't pleaſe you, when our precious Kozinante 
was ſo mauPd for offering to take a little carnal Re- 
creation with the Mares? There's not the leaſt thing 
omitted, anſwer'd Carraſco; the Sage has inſerted all 
with the niceſt PunQuality imaginable; fo much as 
the Capers which honeſt Sancho fetch'd in the Blan- 
ket. I fetch'd none in the Blanket, quoth Sancho, but 
in the Air; and that too, oftner than I cou'd ha' 
with'd, the more my Sorrow. In my Opinion, faid 
Don Quixote, there is no manner of Hiſtory in the 
World, where you ſhall not find Variety of Fortune, 
much leſs any Story of Knight-Errantry, where a 
Man cannot alwavs be fure of good Succeſs, How- 
ever, fail Carraſco, ſome who have read your Hiſto- 
ry, wiſh that the Author had ſpar'd himſelf the Pains 
of regiſtering ſome of that infinite Number of Drubs 
which the Noble Don Quixote receiv'd. There lies 
the Truth of the Hiſtory, quoth Sancho. Thoſe things 
in human Equity, ſaid Don Quixote, might very wr 
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have been omitted; for Actions that neither impair 


of the Hero of the Hiſtory, Certainly AFneas was ne- 
dent as he is made by Homer. I am of your Opinion, 


-and another _ to write like an Hiſtorian, *Tis 


Sancho, ſaid Don Quixote, you are an arch unlucky 


Tha? ſuffer'd, the Bumps and Tokens that are yet fre{h 
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nor alter the Hiſtory, ought rather to be bury'd in Si- 
lence than related, if they redound to the Diſcredit 


ver ſo pious as Virgil repreſents him, nor Ulyſſes ſo pru- 
ſaid Carraſco; but *tis one thing to write like a Poet, 


ſufficient for the firſt to deliver Matters as they ought 
to have been, whereas the laſt muſt relate em as they 
were really tranſacted, without adding or omitting 
any thing, upon any Pretence whatever. Well, quoth 
Sancho, if this ſame Mooriſb Lord be once got into the 
Road of 'T ruth, a hundred to one but among my Ma- 
ſter's Rib-roaſtings he has not forgot mine: for they 
never took Meaſure of his Worſhip's Shoulders, but 
they were pleas'd to do as much for my whole Body: 
But *twas no Wonder; for *tis his own Rule, that it 
once his Head akes, every Limb muſt ſuffer too. 


Knave; upon my Honour you can find Memory when 
you have a Mind to have it. Nay, quoth Sancho, 
though I were minded to forget the Rubs and Drubs 


on my Ribs would not let me. Hold vour Tongue, 
faid Don 2 and let the Learned Batchelor pro- 
ceed, that I may know what the Hiſtory ſays of me. 
And of me too quoth Sancho, for they tell me 1am 
one of the top Parſons in't. Perſons, you ſhould ſav, 
Sancho, ſaid Carraſco, and not Parſons. Hey-day ! 
quoth Sancho, have we got another Corrector of hard 
Words. If this be the Trade, we ſhall never ha' done. 
May I be curs'd, ſaid Carraſco, if you be not the ſe- 
cond Perſon in the Hiſtory, honeſt Sachs; nay, and 
ſome there are who had rather hear you talk than the 
belt there; though ſome there are again that will tay, 
you were horribly credulous, to flatter yourſelf with 
B 5 having 
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having the Government of that Iſland, which your 3 
Maſter here preſent promis'd you. While there's Lite 
there's Hope, ſaid Don Quixote: When Sancbo is grown 


mature with Time and Experience, he may be better 
qualify for a Government than he is yet. Odſbo- 

ikins! Sir, quoth Sancho, if I ben't fit to govern an 
Iſland at theſe Years, I ſhall never be a Governor, 
though I live to the Years of Methuſalem; but there 
the Miſchief lies, we, have Brains enough, but. we 
want the Iſland. Come, Sancho, ſaid Don Quixote, 
hope for the beſt; truſt in Providence; all will be well, 


and perhaps better than you imagine : But know, 


there's not a Leaf on any Tree that can be moved 
without the Permiſſion of Heaven. That's very true, 
ſaid Carraſco; and I dare ſay, Sancho thall not want 
a Thouſand Iflands to govern, much leſs one; that is, 
if it be Heaven's Will. Why not, quoth Sancho? I 
ha? ſeen Governors in my Time, who, to my think- 
ing, could not come up to me paſling the Sole of my 
Shoes, and yet for ſooth, they call'd them Y our Ho- 
nour, and they eat their Victuals all in Silver, Ay, 
faid Carraſco, but theſe were none of your Governors 
of Iſlands, but of other eaſy Governments : Why, 
Man, theſe ought, at leaſt, to know their Grammar. 
Gramercy, for that, quoth Sancho, give me but a 
Grey Mare * once, and I ſhall know her well enough, 
I'll warrant ye. But leaving the Government in the 


Hands of him that will beſt provide for me, I muſt 


tell you, Maſter Batchelor Sampſon Carraſco, I am 
huge glad, that as your Author has not torgot me, 
ſo he has not given an ill Character of me; for by 
the Faith of a truſty Squire, had he ſaid any thing 

that 


* This Gingle of the Words Grammar, Gramercy, and 
Grey Mare, is done in Conformity to the Original, which 
wou'd not admit of a literat Tranſlation, 
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| that did not become * an Old Chriſtian as I am, I 
had rung him fuch a Peal, that the Deaf ſhould have 


heard me. That were a Miracle, faid Carraſco. Mi- 
racle me no Miracles, cry'd Sancho; let every Man 
take care how he talks, or how he writes of o- 
ther Men, and not ſet down at random, . * 
piggledy, whatever comes into his Noddle. One of 


1 the Faults found with this Hiſtory, ſaid Carraſco, is, 


r N Mrs — 


that the Author has thruſt into't a Novel, which he 
calls, The Curious Impertinent ; not that ' tis ill writ; 
or the Deſign of it to be miſlik'd ; but becauſe it is 
not in its right Place, and has no Coherence with the 
Story of Don Quixote. I'll lay my Life, quoth Sancho, 
the Son of a Mungrel has made a Gallimawfry of it 
all. Now, ſaid Don 2#ixote, I perceive that he who 
attempted to write my Hiſtory, is not one of the 
Sages, but ſome ignorant prating Fool, who would 
needs be meddling and fet up for a Scribbler, without 
the leaſt Grain of Judgment to help him out ; and 
ſo he has done like Orbaneja, the Painter of Ubzaa ; 
who being aſk'd what he painted, anſwer'd, As it 
may hit; and when he had ſcrawl'd out a miſ-ſhapen 
Cock, was forc'd to write underneath in Gothic Let- 
ters, This is a Cock, At this rate, I believe he has 
perform*d in my Hiſtory, ſo that it will require a 
Commentary to explain it. Not at all, anſwer'd Car- 
raſco; for he has made every thing ſo plain, that 
there's not the leaſt thing in't but what any one may 
underſtand. Children handle it, Youngſters read it, 
grown Men underſtand it, and old People applaud it; 
In ſhort, tis univerſally ſo thumb'd, fo glean'd, fo ſtu- 
died, and ſo known, that if the People do but ſee a 
Lean Horſe, they preſently cry, There goes Roz:- 
nante, But none apply themſelves to the reading of it 

more 


* A Name by achich the Spaniards defire to be diſtinguifd 
from the Jews and Moors. 
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more than your Pages: There's ne'er a Nobleman's 
Anti- chamber where you ſhan't find a Don Quixote. 
No ſooner has one laid it down, but another takes it 
up. One afks for it here, and there 'tis ſnatch'd up |? 
by another. In a Word, *tis eſteem'd the moſt plea-- 
ſant and leaſt dangerous Diverſion that ever was ſeen, 
as being a Book that does not betray the leaſt indecent 
Expreſſion, nor ſo much as a profane Thought. Lo 
write after another Manner, ſaid Don Quixote, were | 
not to write Truth but Falſhood; and thoſe Hiſto- | 
rians who are guilty of that, ſhould be puniſh'd like 
thoſe who counterfeit the Lawful Coin *. But I can- 


not conceive what could move the Author to ſtuff | 


hiszzHiftory with foreign Novels and Adventures, not 
at all to the Purpoſe z while there was a ſufficient 
Number of my own to have exercis'd his Pen. But 
without doubt we may apply the Proverb, Vith Hay 
or with Stratu t, &c. for verily, had he altogether con- 
fin'd himſelf to my Thoughts, my Sighs, my Tears, 
my laudable Deſigns, my Adventures, he might yet 
have ſwell'd his Book to as great a Bulk, at leaſt, as 
all Tztatus's 4 Works. I have alſo Reaſon to believe, 
Mr. Batchelor, that to compile a Hiſtory, or write 
any Book whatſoever, is a more difficult "Taſk than 
Men imagine. There's need of a vaſt Judgment, and 
A ripe Underſtanding, It belongs to none but great 
Genius's to expreſs themſelves with Grace and Ele- 
gance, and draw the Manners and Actions of others 
to the Life. The moſt artful Part in a Play is the 
Fool's, and therefore a Fool muſt not pretend to write 


it. On the other Side, Hiſtory is in a Manner a ſa- 
cred 


 * Clippers and Coiners in Spain, are burnt. 

The Proverb entire is, De Paja o de heno el jergon 
Neno, f. e. The Bed or Tick full of Hay or Straw, /o it 
be fil'd, no matter with awhat. | 

A famous Spaniard who aurote many Velumes of 


[Divinity, 


£ 


A cred Thing, fo far as it contains Truth; for where 
Truth is+tbe-Supreme:»Fkther of it may alſo be ſaid 
to be, atheatt, in as much as concerns I ruth. How- 


Beauty of the Face, And when all is ſaid, he that 


ed them, to loſe it afterwards quite, or, at leaſt, the 


Scrutiny is ſo much the greater. All thoſe that have 


ſaid Don Quixvie, for there are many Divines, that 
could make but very dull Preachers, and yet are very 
quick at finding Faults and Superfluities in other Mens 
' Sermons. All:this is Truth, reply'd Carraſco; and 


many Atoms on the Face of the clear Sun which they 
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ever, there are Men that will make you Books, and 
turn em looſe into the World, with as much Diſpatch 
as they would do a Diſh of Fritters, "There's no Book 
{o bad, ſaid the Batchelor, but ſomething good may be 
tound in it. That's true, ſaid Don Quixote; yet tis 
a common thing for Men, who have gain'd a very 
great Reputation by their Writings, before they print- 


greateſt Part. The Reaſon's plain, ſaid Carraſco; 
their Faults are more eaſily diſcover'd, aſter their 
Books are printed, as being then more read, and 
more-narrowly examin'd, eſpecially if the Author had 
been much cry*d up before, for then the Severity of the 


rais'd themſelves a Name by their Ingenuity, great 
Poets and celebrated Hiſtorians, are moſt commonly, 
if not always, envy'd by a Sort of Men, who delight 
in cenſuring the Writings of others, though they ne- 
ver publiſh any of their own. That's no Wonder, 


therefore I could-wiſh theſe Cenſurers would be more 
merciful and leſs ſcrupulous, -'and not dwell ungene- 
roully upon ſmall Spots, that are in a Manner but fo 


murmur at. And ifaliguandso bonus dormitat Homerus, let 
em conſider how many Nights he kept himſelt awake 
to bring his noble Works to Light, as little darken'd 
with Defects as might be. Nay, many times it may 
happen that what is cenſur'd for a Fault, is rather an 
Ornament, like Moles that ſometimes add to the 


publiſhes 
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publiſhes a Book runs a very great Hazard, fince no- 


thing can be more impoſſible than to compoſe one 


that may ſecure the Approbation of every Reader. 
Sure, ſaid Don Quixote, that which treats of me can 
have pleas'd but few. Quite contrary, faid Carraſco; 
for as Stultorum infinitus ęſt numerus, ſo an infinite 
Number has admir'd your Hiſtory, Only ſome there 
are who have tax'd the Author with want of Memo- 
ry or Sincerity; becauſe he has forgot to give an Ac- 
count who it was that ſtole Sancho's Dapple ; for that 
Particular is not mention'd there; only we find by 
the Story that it was ſtol'n; and yet, by and by, we 
find him riding the ſame Aſs again, without any pre- 
vious Light given us into the Matter. Then they ſay, 
that the Author forgot to tell the Reader, what 
Sancho did with thoſe Hundred Pieces of Gold he 
found in the Portmanteau in Sierra Morena; for 
there's not a Word ſaid of 'em more; and many 
People have a great mind to know what he did with 
*em, and how he ſpent *em ; which is one of the moſt 
material Points in which the Work is defective. Ma- 
ſter Sampſon, quoth Sancho, I an't now in a Condi- 
tion to caſt up the Accompts, for I'm taken ill of a 
ſudden with ſuch a Wambling in the Stomach, and 
find myſelf ſo maukiſh, that if I don't ſee and fetch 
it up with a Sup or two of good old Bub, I ſhall waſte 
like the Snuff of a farthing Candle *. I have that 
Cordial at home, and my Chuck ſtays for me. When 
T have had my Dinner, I am for you, and will ſatiſ- 
fy you, or por Man that wears a Head, about any 
thing in the World, either as to the Loſs of the Aſs, 
or the laying out of thoſe ſame Pieces of Gold. This 
ſaid, without a Word more, or waiting for a Reply, 
away he went. Don Quixote deſir'd, and intreated 

the 


* I ſhall be ſtuck upon St. Lucia's Thorn, r 
be a Cant Phraſe for the Rack; for which the Royal Spa- 
niſh Dictionary produces no other Voucher but this Paſſage. 
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the Batchelor to ſtay and do Penance with him. 
The Batchelor accepted his Invitation, and ſtay'd. 
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A Couple of Pigeons: were got ready to mend their 
Commons. All Dinner-time they diſcours'd about 
* Knight-Errantry, Carraſco humouring him all the 
while. After they had ſlept out the Heat of the Day, 
Sancho came back, and they renew'd their former 
* Diſcourſe, | 


— — — 2» 
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N Sancho Panga iges the Batchelor Sampſon 
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Carraſco in his Doubts and Queries : With 
other Paſſages fit to be known and related. 


Gfncho return'd to Don Quixote's Houſe, and be- 
ginning again where he left off ; Now, quoth he, 


as to what Maſter Sampſon wanted to know; that is, 


when, where, and by whom my Aſs was ſtol'n: I 
” anſwer, That the very Night that we march'd off to 


the Sierra Morena, to avoid the Hue and Cry of the 
Holy Brotherhood, after the rueful Adventure of the 


© Galley Slaves, and that of the dead Body that was 
carrying to Segovia, my Maſter and I flunk into a 


Wood; where he leaning on his Lance and I, with- 


out alighting from Dapple, both ſadly bruis'd and 
tir'd with our late Skirmiſhes, fell faſt afleep, and 
© ſlept as ſoundly as if we had had Four Feather-beds 
under us; but I eſpecially was as ſerious at it as any 
Dormouſe; ſo that the Thief, whoever he was, had 
| Leiſure enough to clap four Stakes under the four 
Corners of the Pack-Saddle, and then leading away 
the Aſs from between my Legs, without being per- 
| ceived by me in the leaſt, there he fairly left me 


mounted, This is no new thing, faid Don Quixote, 
nor 
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nor is it difficult to be done : With the ſame Strata. 
gem Sacripante had his Steed ſtol'n from under him 
by that notorious Thief Brunel at the Siege of A. 
braca, It was broad Day, ſaid Sancho, going on, when! 
1, half awake and half aſleep, began to ſtretch myſeli 
in my Pack Saddle; but with, my ſtirring, down 
came the Stakes, and down came I ſouſe, with a 
.confounded Squelch on the Ground, Preſently | 
look'd for my Aſs, but no Aſs was to be found, 0 
how thick the Tears trickled from my Eyes, and 
what a piteous Moan I made! If he that made our 
Hiſtory has forgot to ſet it down Word for Word, | 
wou'd not give a Ruſh for his Book, I'll tell him that, 
Some time after, I can't juſt tell you how long it was, 
as we were going with my Lady the Princeſs Mics-Þ 7 
micona, I knew my Aſs again, and he that rid him, 
though he went like a Gipſy ; and who ſhou'd it be, 
d'ye think, but Gimes de Paſſamonte, that Son of Mi- 
chief, that Crack-Rope, whom my Maſter and II 
ſav'd from the Galleys. The Miſtake does not lic 
there, ſaid Carraſco; but only that the Author ſets 7 
you upon the ſame Ass that was loſt, before he gives 
an Account of his being found. As to that, reply'(] 
Sancho, I don't know very well what to ſay, If the] 
Man made a Blunder, who can help it ? But mayhaps| 
*twas a Fault of the Printer. I make no queſtion of 

that, ſaid Carraſco; but pray, what became of the 
Hundred Pieces? Were they ſunk ? J fairly ſpentFÞ 

em on myſelf, quoth Sancho, and on my Wife and 

Children; they help'd me to lay my Spouſe's Clack, 
and made her take ſo patiently my rambling and Þ 
trotting after my Maſter Don Quixote; for had 1 
come back with my Pockets empty, and without my 
Als, I muſt have look'd for a ruetul Greeting. And 
now if you have any more to ſay to me, here am 
J, ready to anſwer the King himſelf ; for what has 
any Body to meddle or make whether I found or 
+ found 
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# found not, or ſpent or ſpent not? If the Knocks 
and Swadlings that have been beſtow'd on my Car- 
caſe in our Jaunts, were to be rated but at Three 


8s Maravedis a-piece, and TI to be fatisfy'd Ready Caſh 


ſor every one, a Hundred Pieces of Gold more 
# would not pay os halt of them; and therefore 
let every Man lay his Finger on his Mouth, and 
not run hand over head, and miſtake Black for 
White, and White for Black; for every Man is as 


Heaven made him, and ſometimes a great deal worſe. 


Well, ſaid the Batchelor, if the Author print ano- 
ther Edition of the Hittory, PH take ſpecial Care he 
ſhan't forget to inſert what honeſt Sancho has ſaid, 

which will make the Book as good again. Pray, good 
Mr. Batchelor, aſx'd Don Quixote, are there any o- 
ther Emendations requiſite to be made in this Hiſtory? 
| Dome there are, anſwer'd Carraſce, but none of fo 
much Importance as thoſe already mention d. Per- 
haps the Author promiſes a Second Part, ſaid Don 
| Quixote ? He does, ſaid Carraſco; but he ſays he 
cannot find it, neither can he diſcover who has it : 

So that we doubt whether it will come out or no, as 
well for this Reaſon, as becauſe ſome People ſay that 
Second Parts are never worth any thing; others cry, 


there's enough of Don Qeixote already: However, 
many of thoſe that love Mirth better than Melancho- 


nN 


ly, cry out, Give us more Qui xotery ; let but Don 


Quixote appears. and Sancho talk, be it what it will, 

we are ſatisfy'd. And how ſtands the Author aſfec- 
= ted? ſaid the Knight, Truly, anſwered Carraſco, as 
© ſoon as ever he can find out the Hiſtory, which he is 
now looking for with all imaginable Induftry, he is 
teſolved to ſend it immediately to the Prefs, though 
more for his own Profit than through any Ambition 


of Applauſe. What, quoth Sancho, does he deſign 
to do it to get a Penny by it? nay, then we are like 


to have a fare Hiſtory indeed; we fhall have him 


boich 
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nor is it difficult to be done: With the ſame Strata. 
gem Sacripante had his Steed ſtol'n from under him] 
by that notorious Thief Brunele at the Siege of A.. 
braca, It was broad Day, faid Sancho, going on, when | 
I, half awake and half aſleep, began to ſtretch myſeli} 
in my Pack Saddle; but with, my ſtirring, down! 
came the Stakes, and down came I ſouſe, with aÞ 7? 
confounded Squelch on the Ground, Preſently I 
look'd for my Aſs, but no Aſs was to be found, 0 
how thick the Tears trickled from my Eyes, and! 
what a piteous Moan I made! If he that made our! 
Hiſtory has forgot to ſet it down Word for Word, [ 
wou'd not give a Ruſh for his Book, I'll tell him that, þ * 
Some time after, I can't juſt tell you how long it was, 
as we were going with my Lady the Princeſs Mico- * 
micona, I knew my Aſs again, and he that rid him, 
though he went like a Gipſy ; and who ſhou'd it be, 
d'ye think, but Gimes de Paſſamonte, that Son of Mi- 
chief, that Crack-Rope, whom my Maſter and II 
ſav'd from the Galleys. The Miſtake does not lie 
there, ſaid Carraſco; but only that the Author fet 
you upon the ſame Afs.that was loſt, before he gives 
an Account of his being found. As to that, reply'd 
Sancho, 1 don't know very well what to ſay. If the 
Man made a Blunder, who can help it ? But mayhaps | 
*twas a Fault of the Printer. I make no queſtion of 
that, ſaid Carraſco; but pray, what became of the 
Hundred Pieces? Were they ſunk ? 1 fairly ſpent 
*em on myſelt, quoth Sancho, and on my Wife and 
Children; they help'd me to lay my Spouſe's Clack, 
and made her take fo patiently my rambling and 
trotting after my Maſter Don Quixote; for had 1 
come back with my Pockets empty, and without my 
Aſs, I muſt have look'd for a rueful Greeting. And 
now if you have any more to ſay to me, here am 
J, ready to anſwer the King himſelf ; for what has 
any Body to meddle or make whether I found or 
5 found 
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found not, or ſpent or ſpent not? If the Knocks 


and Swadlings that have been beſtow'd on my Car- 


caſe in our Jaunts, were to be rated but at Three 
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Maravedis a-piece, and I to be fatisfy'd Ready Caſh 
for every one, a Hundred Pieces of Gold more 
would not pay for halt of them; and therefore 
Jet every Man lay his Finger on his Month, and 
not run hand over head, and miſtake Black for 


White, and White for Black; for every Man is as 
Heaven made him, and ſometimes a great deal worſe. 
Well, ſaid the Batchelor, if the Author print ano- 


ther Edition of the Hiſtory, I'll take ſpecial Care he 
ſhan't forget to inſert what honeſt Sancho has ſaid, 
which will make the Book as good again. Pray, good 
Mr. Batchelor, aſk'd Don Quixote, are there any o- 
ther Emendations requiſite to be made in this Hiſtory? 
Some there are, anſwer'd Carraſce, but none of ſo 
much Importance as *thofe already mention d. Per- 
haps the Author promiſes a Second Part, ſaid Don 


Quixote? He does, ſaid Carraſco; but he ſays he 


cannot find it, neither can he diſcover who has it : 
So that we doubt whether it will come out or no, as 
well for this Reaſon, as becauſe ſome People ſay that 
Second Parts are never worth any thing; others cry, 
there's enough of Don Qiixote already: However, 
many of thoſe that love Mirth better than Melancho- 
ly, cry out, Give us more Quixotery; let but Don 
Quixote appear, and Sancho talk, be it what it will, 
we are ſatisfy'd. And how ſtands the Author affec- 


ted? ſaid the Knight. Truly, anſwered Carraſco, as 
ſoon as ever he can find out the Hiſtory, which he is 
now looking for with all imaginable Induſtry, he is 
2 reſolved to ſend it immediately to the Preſs, though 


more for his own Profit than through any Ambition 


of Applauſe. What, quoth Sancho, does he deſign 


to do it to get a Penny by it ? nay, then we are like 


to have a rare Hiſtory indeed; we fhall have hun 


boich 
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| botch and whip it up, like your Taylors on Eaftcr-} 
Eve, and give us a Huddle of Flim-flams that will |; 
never hang together; for your haſty Work can neva | 
te done as it ſhould be. Let Mr. or take care how} N 
he goes to work; for, my Life for his, I and my" 
Maſter will ſtock him with ſuch a Heap of Stuff in“ . 
Matter of Adventures and odd Chances, that he'll | N 
have enough not only to write a Second Part, but an | 8 
Hundred, The poor Fellow, belike, thinks we do 
nothing but ſleep on a Hay-mow; but let us once 
put Foot into the Stirrup, and he'll ſee what we are 
about: This at leaſt I'll be bold to fay, that if my FP 
Maſter would be rul'd by me, we had been in the} F*© 
Field by this time, undoing of Miſdeeds and righting | . 
of W rongs, as good Knights-Errant uſe to do. Scarce} . 
had Sancho made an end of his Diſcourſe, when Ro- P 
zinante's Neighing reach'd their Ears. Don Quixote 
took it for a lucky Omen, and reſolv'd to take ano- 
ther Turn within three or four Days. He diſcover'dF? 
his Reſolutions to the Batchelor, and conſulted hin FF 
to know which way he ſhou'd ſteer his Courſe. The! 
Batchelor advis'd him to take the Road of Saragoſa in] 
the Kingdom of Arragon, a ſolemn Tournament be-]. 
ing ſhortly to be perform'd at that City on St. Georges 
Feſtival ; where by worſting all the Arragonian Cham- 1 
pions he might win immortal Honour, ſince to out-“ 
tilt them would be to out- rival all the Knights in the! 
Univerſe. He applauded his noble Reſolution, but wich- 
al admoniſh'd him not to be ſo deſperate in expoſing 
himſelf to Dangers, ſince his Life was not his own, Þ® 
but theirs who in Diſtreſs ſtood in want of his Aſſiſt- $ 
ance and Protection. That's it now, quoth Sancho, 
that makes me ſometimes ready to run mad, Mr, Bat- 
chelor, for my Maſter makes no more to fet upon an 
Hundred armed Men, than a young hungry Taylor 
to guttle down half a Dozen of Cucumbers. Body 
of me! Maſter Batchelor, there's a Time to retreat 
: g as 5 
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well as a Time to advance; Saint Las and Claſe 
Pain, * muſt not always be the Cry: For Pve heard 
Womebody fay, and, if I an't miſtaken, *twas my 
Nlaſter himſelf, That Valour lies juſt half way be- 
een Raſhneſs and Cowheartedneſs; and if it be fo, 

would not have him run away without there's a 
Meaſon for't, nor would I have him fall on when 
here's no Good to be got by't. But above all things 
J wou'd have him to know, if he has a mind I thou'd 
oe with him, that the Bargain is, He ſhall fight for 
Is both, and that I am ty'd to nothing but to look after 
him and his Victuals and Clothes: So far as this comes 
o, Iwill fetch and carry like any Water-Spaniel 
put to think I'll lug out my Sword, though it be 
put againſt poor Rogues, and ſorry Shirks, and Hedge - 
irds, y*troth I muſt beg his Diverſion. For my part, 
Mr. Batchelor, *tis not the Fame of being thought 
Valiant that I aim at, but that of being deem'd the 
very beſt and truſtieſt Squire that ever follow'd the 


Heels of a Knight-Errant: And if, after all my Ser- 
ba f Qxixote will be ſo kind as to 

ive me one of thoſe many Iflands which his Worſhip 
ſays he ſhall light on, I ſhall be much beholden to 


er Don 


vices, my Ma 


Shim ; but if he does not, why then I am born, d' ye 
ſee, and one Man muſt not live to rely on another, 

Mayhaps the Bread I ſhall eat 
without Government, will go down more ſavourily 
than if I weve a Governor; and what do I know but 
that the Devil is providing me one of theſe Govern- 


ments for a Stumbling-block, that I may ſtumble and 


** 


tal. and ſo break my Jaws, and ding out my Butter- 
2 Teeth, I was born Sancho, and Sancho I mean to die; 


* 


and 
* Santiago cierra Eſpana, 7s the Cry of the Spaniſh Sol. 
diers when they fall on in Battle, encouraging one another to 
cloſe abithᷣ the Enemy: Cerrar con el enemigo. 1! is /itexviſe 
an Exhortation to the Spaniards to keep themſelves compact 
ard cloſe together. 
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and yet for all that, if fairly and ſquarely, with litik 


Trouble and leſs Danger, Heaven would beſtow ob. 
me an Ifland, or ſome ſuch-like Matter, I'm no ſuch vt 
Fool neither, d'ye ſee, as to refuſe a good thin: n 
when *tis offer'd me. No, I remember the old Sa- ul 
ing, When the Als is given thee, run and take him = 


by the Halter; and when good Luck knocks at th! f 
Door let him in, and keep him there. My Frie F397 


Sancho, ſaid Carraſco, you have ſpoken like any Un. Jas 
verſity - Profeſlor : However, truſt in Heavey' RF" 
Bounty, and the noble Don Qtixate, and he may no: | ſt 


only give thee an Iſland, but even a Kingdom. On:Þ * N 
as likely as the other, quoth Sanche; and yet let qe 
tell u, Mr. Batchelor, the Kingdom which my tl 


— 
ay © 


Maſter is to give me, you ſhan't find it thrown int» In 
an old Sack; for I have felt my own Pulſe, and find! : 
myſelf found enough to rule Kingdoms and govern Þ3 © 


Iflands; I ha' told my Maſter as much before now.! 
Have a care Sancho, ſaid Carraſco, Honours change! 
Manners ; perhaps when you come to be a Governor, 
you will ſcarce know the — that bore ye. T his, 
ſaid Sancho, may happen to thoſe that were born ina 
Ditch, but not to thoſe whoſe Souls arecover'd, as mine 
is, four Fingers thick with good old Chriſtian Fat“. 
No, do but think how good-condition'd I be, and 
then you need not fear I ſhou'd do dirtily by any one. Þ 
Grant it, good Heaven, ſaid Don Quixote / we ſhall 
ſee when the Government comes, and methinks I 
have it already before my Eyes. After this he defir'd 
the Batchelor, if he were a Poet, to oblige him with 
ſome Verſes on his deſign'd Departure from his Mi- 
treſs Dulcinea del Tabeſo, Every Verſe to begin 
with one of the Letters ot her Name, ſo that joining 
every firſt Letter of every Verſe together, they mig 
make Dulcinea del Toboſo. The Batchelor told him, MW 
that 
* A Spaniſh way of expreſſing he was not of the Tewiſb 
or Mooriſh A ace. 
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* bat though he were none of the famous Poets of Spain, 
ic; bo, they ſay, were but three and a halt +, he would 
1» &ndcavour to make that Acroſtick ; though he was ſenſi- 
1. lc this would be no eaſy T atk, there being Seventeen 
in| Letters in the Name; ſo that if he made four Stanza's 
te of four Verſes apiece, there wou'd be a Letter too 
a much; and if he made his Stanza's of five Lines, ſo 
das to make a double Decima or a Redondilla, there 
v ould be three Letters too little; however, he wou'd 
nor! Ffirive to drown a Letter, and ſo take in the whole 
ne Name in ſixteen Verſes. Let it be ſo by any means, 
"md © faid Don Quixote; for no Woman will believe that 
me! thoſe Verſes were made for her where her Name is 


not plainly to be diſcern'd. After this, *twas agreed 
they ſhould fet out within a Week, Don Y2rixote 
ern charg'd the Batchelor not to ſpeak a word of all this, 
1. eſpecially to the Curate, Mr, Nicolas the Barber, his 


— 
— 
—— 
— 5 
— 
ah — 


„„ 


o 
PX _ 4 


age! Niece, and his Houſe-keeper, left they ſhou'd ob- 
or, ſtruct his honourable and valorous Deſign. Carraſco 
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is, | gave him his Word, and having defir'd Don Quixote 
na to ſend an Account of his good or bad Succeſs at his 
ine Conveniency, took his Leave, and leſt him; and 
t* Sancho went to get every thing ready for his Journey. 
nd — | — 

ne. | 

all . 

De wiſe and pleaſant Dialogue between Sancho 


1 Panza, and Tereſa Panza his Wife : Toge- 


” ther with other Paſſages worthy of happy 

rin Memory. 

my HE Tranſlator of this Hiſtory, being come to 

t this Fifth Chapter, thinks fit to inform the 
yy | Reader, - 
wut T The firſt Alonzo de Ercilla, Author of the Araucana: 


7 (an Epic Poem, which I have read with a great deal of 
Pleaſure, nor did it coft me à little Money to purchaſe. it of 
ie 
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46 
Reader, that he holds it to be Apocryphal ; becauſe 
it introduces Sancho ſpeaking in another Style than 
could be expected from his ſlender Capicity, and fay-F 
ing things of ſo refinꝰd a Nature, that it ſeems impo(- 


ſible he cou'd do it. However, he thought him- 
ſelf oblig'd to render it into our Tongue, to maintain 


the Character of a faithful Tranſlator, and therefore FRY? 


he goes on in this manner, 


Sancho came home ſo chearful and ſo merry, that] 


his Wife read his Joy in his Looks as far as ſhe cou'd 
ſee him. Being impatient to know the Cauſe, My 
Dear, cry'd ſhe, what makes you ſo merry? I ſhou'd 
ſhou'd be more merry, my Chuck, quoth Sancho, 
wou'd but Heaven fo order it, that I were not fo well 


pleas*d as I ſeem to be, You ſpeak Riddles, Huſband, } 


ſhe ; I don't know what you mean by ſaying, 
You ſhou'd be more merry if you were not fo well 
pleaſed ; for, tho* I am fly enough, I can't think 
a Man can take pleaſure in not being pleas'd. Look 
ye, Tereſa, quoth Sancho, I am merry becauſe I am 
once more going to ſerve my Maſter Don Quixote, 
who is reſolv'd to have t'other Frolick, and go a 


hunting after Adventures, and I muſt go with him; 


for he needs muſt, whom the Devil drives. W hat 
ſhould I lie ſtarving at home for? The Hopes of find- 
ing another Parcel of Gold like that we ſpent, rejoices 
the Cockles of my Heart: But then it grieves me to 
leave thee, and thoſe ſweet Babes of ours; and wou'd 
Heaven but be pleas'd to let me live at home dry-ſhod, 
in Peace and Quietneſs, without gadding over Hill 
and Dale, thro* Brambles and Briars (as Heaven 
might well do with ſmall Coſt, if it wou'd, and with 
no manner of Trouble, but only to be willing it 

| ſhould 


the late Mr. Rymer,) the ſecond, Juan Rufo of Cordova, 

Author of the Auſtriada ; and the third, Chriſtopher Verves 

of Valentia, Author of the Montſerrate. By the Half-Paet 
on Gregorio, thinks Cervantes means him/e/Ff. 
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Hiould be ſo) why then 'tis a clear Caſe that my Mirth 
wou'd be more firm and ſound, fince my preſent 
Gladneſs is mingl'd with a Sorrow to part with thee. 


And ſo I think I have made out what I have ſaid, 


that I ſhould be merrier if I did not ſcem ſo well 
pleas'd, Look you, Sancho, quoth the Wife, ever ſince 


vou have been a Member ot a Knight-Errant, you 


talk ſo round about the Buſh, that no body can under- 


3 ſtand you. Lis enough, quoth Sancho, that he un- 


derſtands me who underſtands all things; and ſo ſcat- 
ter no more Words about it, Spouſe, Þut be ſure you 
look carefully after Dapple for theſe three Days, that 
he may be in good Caſe, and fit to bear Arms; dou- 
ble his Pittance, look out his Pannel and all his Har- 
@ nels, and let every thing be ſet to rights; for we are 


not going to a Wedding, but to roam about the 


World, and to make our Party good with Giants, and 
Dragons, and Hobgoblins, and to hear nothing but 


hiſfing, and yelling, and roaring, and howling and 


2 bellowing ; all which wou'd yet be but Sugar-plumbs, 


if we were not to meet with the Yangueſian Carriers *, 
urid Inchanted Moors. Nay, as for that Huſband, 


2 quoth Tereſa, I am apt enough to think you Squires - 
Errant don't eat their Maſter's Bread for nothing; 
and therefore it ſhall be my daily Prayer, that you 


may quickly be freed from that plaguy Trouble. Troth, 


Wife, quoth Sancho, were not I in hopes taſee my- 
2 ſelf, ere it be long, Governor of an Ifland, ©! my 
2 Conſcience I ſhou'd drop down dead on thg$pot. Not 
ſo, my Chicken, quoth the Wife, Let"the Hen live, 


though it be with Pip. Do thou live, and let all the 
Governments in the World go to the Devil. Thou 
cam'ſt out of thy Mother's Belly without Government, 


oh Who beat the Maſter and Man before in the preceeli: g | 


thou haſt liv'd hitherto without Government, and 
| thou 
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thou may*ſt be carried to thy long home without Go- 
vernment, when it {hall pleaſe the Lord. How many 
People in this World live without Government, 
yet do well enough, and are well look'd upon? 
There's no Sauce in the World like Hunger, and as 

the Poor never want that, they always eat with a 
good Stomach. But look ye, my Precioas if it 
thou'd be thy good Luck to get a Government, pri- 
thee don't forget your Wife and Children. "Take no- 


tice that little Sancho is already full Fiftcen, and *tis | 


high time he went to School, if his Uncle the Abbot 
mean to leave him ſomething in the Church. Then 
there's Mary Sancha, your Daughter; I dare ſay the 
Burden of Wedlock will never be the Death of her, 
for I ſhrewdly gueſs, ſhe longs as much for a Huſband, 
as you do for a Government; and when all comes to 
all, better my Daughter ill marricd, then well kept. 
J good footh! Wife, quoth Sancho, if it be Heaven's 
bleſſed Will that I get any thing by Government, 
Il fee and match Aary Sancha fo well, that ſhe ſhall, 


at leatt, be call'd my Lady. By no means, Huſband, . 


cry'd the Wife, let her match with her Match: It 
from clouted Shoes you ſet her upon high Heels, and 
from her coarſe Ruſſet Coat you put her into a Far- 
dingale, and from plain Moll and Thee and Thou, go 
to call her Madam, and your Ladyſhip, the poor 
Girl won't know how to behave herſelf, but will every 
Foot make a Thouſand Blunders, and ſhevy her home- 
ſpun Country Breeding. "Tuth ! Fool, anſwer'd 
Sancho, *twill be but two or three Years Prentiſhip ; 
and then you'll ſee how ſtrangely ſhe'll alter; your 
Ladyſhip and keeping of State will become her, as if 
they had been made for her ; and ſuppoſe they ſhould 
not, what is it to any body ? Let her but be a Lady, 
and let what will happen, Good Sancho, quoth the 
Wife, don't look above yourſelf ; I ſay, keep to the 
Proverb, that ſays, Birds of a Feather flock toge- 
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er“. *T would be a fine thing, e'trow ! for us to go 
Ind throw away our Child on one of your Lordlings, 
Ir Right Worſhipfuls, who when the Toy ſhou'd 
Ake him in the Head, wou'd find new Names for her, 
Ind call her Country Joan, Plough Jobber's Bearn, 
2 Ind Spinner's Web. No, no, Huſband, I han't bred 
it Þ the Girl up as I ha' done, to throw her away at that 
. F Fate I'll aſſure ye. Do thee but bring home Mo- 
bey, and leave me to get her a Huſband, Why there's 
's | Ih Techo, old Joan Tocho's Son, a hale jolly young 
Fellow, and one whom we all know; 1 have obſerv'd 
e caſts a Sheep's Eye at the Wench, he's one of our 
nches, 'and will be a good Match for her ; then we 
all always have her under our Wings, and be all as 
|, © bne, Father and Mother, Children and Grandchil- 
o ren, and Heaven's Peace and Bleſſing will always be 
- FE with us. But neer talk to me of marrying her at 
pour Courts, and Great Men's Houſes, where ſhe'll 
underſtand no Body, and no Body will underſtand 
her. Why, thou Beaſt, cry'd Sancho, thou Wife for 
Barabbas, why doſt thou hinder me from marryi 
my Daughter to one that will get me Grandchildren 
that may be called your Honour and your Lordſhip? 
Han't I always heard my Betters ſay, That he who 
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nay: When good Luck is knocking at our Door, is it 
fit to ſhut him out? No, no, let us make Hay while 
the Sun ſhines, and ſpread our Sails before this proſ- 
perous Gale, [This Mode of Locution, and the fol- 
lowing Huddle of Reflections and Apothegins, ſaid to 
have been ſpoken by Sancho, made the "Tranſlator of 
7 this 


In the Original, it is, Wipe your Neighbour's Son's 
Noſe, and take him into your Houſe, z. e. Marry him to 
Four Daughter. You had better take a Neighbour you know 
vith his Faults, than a Stranger you don't know. Stevens's 
BD. under the Word Hijo. 

Vor, III. 
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will not when he may, when he will he ſhall have 
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this Hiſtory ſay, he held this Chapter Apocrypha 
Can'ſt thou not perceive, thou ſenſeleſs Animal, ſa 
Sancho going on, that I ought to venture over Headau f 
Ears to light on ſome good gainful Government, the M 
may free our Ancles from the Clogs of Neceſſity, an 1 
marry Mary Sancha to whom we pleaſe ? Then thou, 1 
ſee how Folks will call thee my Lady Tereſa Panzu R;, 
and thou'lt ſit in the Church with. thy Carpets aniþ* 8 
Cuſhions, and lean and loll in State, though the ba, 
Gentlewoman in the Town burſt with Spight ani 
Envy. No, no, remain as you are, till in the ſaneÞ 1. 
Poſture, neither higher nor lower, like a Picture inf b 
the Hangings, Go to, let's have no more of this, 
I:ttle Sancha ſhall be a Counteſs in ſpight of thy TeethÞ'F p- 
I ſay. Well, well, Huſband, quoth the Wife, har, 
a care what you ſay, for I fcar me theſe high Kick 
will be my Alalh's Undoing. Yet do what you wil, 
make her a Dutcheſs or a Princeſs, but I'll never gi 
my Conſent. Look ye, Yoke-Fellow, for my part, 
I ever lov'd to ſee every thing upon the Square, ant 
can't abide to ſee Folks take upon them when tha 
ſhould not. I was chriſten'd plain Tere/a, withouf „e 
any Fiddle-faddle, or Addition of Madam, or pouf 
Ladyſhip. My Father's Name was Caſcajo ; and be. 
cauſe I married you, they call me Tereſa Panu| 
though indeed by right I hould be call'd Tereſa Ca, g 
cajo*, But where the Kings are, there are the Laws, 
and I am e' en contented with that Name without i 
Flouriſh before it, to make it longer and more tedi. hy 
- ous than *tis already ; neither will I make myſelf an 
body's Laughing-ſtock. I'll give 'em no Cauſe to cry}, 
(when they ſee me go like a Counteſs, or a Gover A4 
nor's Madam,) Lcok, look, how Madam Hog-walt 
{truts along! Twas but t'other Day ſhe'd tg 2 þ ; 
iſtaff, 


# Ts Cufern of Spain, is ever to call Women, tbo' mar 
ried, by their Maiden Names, which makes Tereſa ſay what 
fre docs. 
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FE Diſtaff, capp'd with Hemp, from Morning till Night, 
and would go to Maſs with her Coat over her Head 
FS for want of a Hood; yet now look how ſhe goes in her 
TS Fardingale, and her rich Trimmings and Fallals, no 
less than a whole "Tradeſman Shop about her mangy 
Back, as if every Body did not know her. No, Huſ- 
band, if it pleaſe Heaven but to keep me in my Seven 
n Senſes, or my Five, or as many as I have, I'Il take 
EF care to tie up People's Tongues from ſetting me out 
FS at this rate. You may go, and be a Governor, or an 
mF Idander, and look as big as Bull-Beef an you will; 
13 but by my Grand- mother's Daughter, neither I nor 


my Girl will budge a Foot from our Thatch'd Houle. 
For the Proverb ſays : 


cons The Wife that expects to have a good Name, 
Is always at home as if ſhe were lame : 

Ms And the Maid that is honeſt, her cherfeſt Delight, 
ans Is till to be doing from Morning to Night. 


March you and your Don Quixote together, to 
your Iſlands and Adventures, and leave us here to our 


UE ſorry Fortune: I'll warrant you Heaven will better 
be. lit, if ve live as we ought to do. I wonder tho? who 
7% made him a Don; neither his Father nor his Grand- 
Ca Hire ever had that Feather in their Caps. The Lord 
a help thee, Woman | quoth Sancho, what a Heap of 
out Stuff haſt thou twiſted together without Head or Tail! 
ted: What have thy Caſcajo's, thy Fardingales and Fallals, 
＋ thy old Saws, and all this Tale of a roaſted Horſe, to 


do with what I have ſaid? Hark thee me, Gammar 
AU lepate, (for I can find no better Name for thee, 


: C-2 ſince 
* La Muger honrada, 
La pierna quebrada, 
en Caſa ; 
La Douzella honeſta 
El hazer algo es ſu fieſta, 
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ſince thou*rt ſucha blind Buzzardasto miſs my Mean. F* 


ing, and ſtand in thy own Light) ſhould I ha' told 
thee that my Girl was to throw herſelf Head foremoſt 
from the Top of ſome Steeple, or to trot about the 
World like a Gipſy, or, as the Infanta Donna Urra- 


ca * did, then thou might'ſt have ſome Reaſon not to] 
be of my Mind. But if in the twinkling of an Eye, and] 


while one might toſs a Pancake, I clap you a Don 


and a Ladyſhip upon the Back of her; if I fetch het 


out of her Straw, to fit under a ſtately Bed's Teſter; 
and ſquat her down on more Velvet-Cuſhions, than 
all the Almohada's + of Merocco had Moors in their 
Generation, why ſhould'ſt thou be againſt it, and not 
be pleas'd with what pleaſes me? Shall I tell you why, 
Huſband, anſwer'd Tereſa? *tis becauſe of the Pro- 
verb, He that covers thee, diſcovers thee. A poor Man 
is ſcarce minded, but every one's Eyes will ſtare upon 
the Rich; and if that rich Man has formerly been Poor, 
this ſets others a grumbling and backbiting; and your 
evil Tongues will ne'er ha* done, but ſwarm about the 
Streets like Bees, and buz their Stories into People's 


Ears. Look you, Tereſa, ſaid Sancho, mind what I 


ſay to thee, I'll tell thee things that perhaps thou ne'er 
heard'ſt of in thy Lite: Nor do I ſpeak of my own 


Head, but what I heard from that good Father who 


preach'd in our Town all laſt Lent. He told us, if Ian't 


miſtaken, that all thoſe things which we ſee before 


our Eyes, do appear, hold and exiſt in our Memories 
much better, and with a greater Streſs than things 


paſs'd, [All theſe Reaſons which are here offer'd by 1 
San 


* A Spaniſh Princeſs. 


+ Almohada, ffenifies a Cuſhion, and was alſo the fur i 
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name of a famous Race of the Arabs in Africk, and fun 
thence introduced among the Moors in Spain. So that He 


a ſert of Pun or Alluſian to the Name, and the Wamen i 
Spain fit all upon Cuſhions on the Ground, which is the Cai! 
theie is ſo much mention made of them. 
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Sancho, are another Argument to perſuade the Tran- 


ſlator to hold this Chapter for Apocryphal, as exceed- 
ing the Capacity of Sancho. ] From thence it ariſes, 
# ſaid Sancho, going on, that when we happen to ſee a 
8 Perſon well dreſs'd, richly equipp'd, and with a great 


* py 
this Ignominy, be it either by reaſon of his Poverty, 


Train of Servants, we find ourſelves mov'd and 
prompted to pay him Reſpect, in a manner, in ſpite 
of our Teeth, tho” at that very Moment our Memory 
makes us call to remembrance ſome low Circumſtan- 

ces, in which we had ſeen that Perſon before. Now 


or mean Parentage, as *tis already paſs'd, is no more, 
and only that which we ſce before our Eycs remains. 
So then, if this Perſon, whom Fortune has rais'd to 
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that Height out of his former Obſcurity, by his Fa- 


ther's Means, be well-bred, Generous and Civil to 
all Men, and does not aſfect to vye with thoſe that 


are of noble Deſcent ; aſſure thy ſelf, Tereſa, no body 


will remember what he was, but look upon him as 


what he is, unleſs it be your envious Spirits, from 
whoſe Taunts no proſperous Fortune can be free. I 
don't underſtand you, Huſband, quoth Tereſa, even 
follow your own Inventions, and don't puzzle m 
Brains with your Harangues and Retricks. If y'are 
ſo devolv'd to do as ye ſay Reſolv'd you ſhould 
ſay, Wife, quoth Sancho, and not devoly'd. Pry'thee, 
Huſband, ſaid Tereſa, let's ha- no Words about that 
Matter: I ſpeak as Heaven's pleas'd I ſhould ; and 
for hard Words, I give my Share to the Curate. All 
I have to ſay now, is this: If you hold till in the 
Mind of being a Governor, pray e'en take your Son 
Sancho along with you; and henceforth train him up 
to your Trade of Governing; for 'tis but fitting that 
the Son ſhould be brought up to the Father's Calling. 
When once I am Governor, quoth Sancho, I'll 
ſend for him by the Poſt, and I'll ſend thee Money 
withal; for I dare ſay, I ſhall want none; there ne- 
| C 3 | Ver 
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ver wants thoſe that will lend Governors Money! 


when they have none. But then be ſure you clothe 
the Boy ſo, that he may look, not like what he is, 


but like what he is to be. Send you but Money, quoth Þ © 


Tereſa, and I'll make him as fine as a May-day Ga- 
land *. So then, Wife, quoth Sancho, I ſupp6ſe we 


Day I ſee her a Counteſs, quoth Tereſa, I reckon ! 
lay her in her Grave. However, I tell you again, 
een follow your own Inventions; you Men will be 
Maſters, and we poor Women are born to bear the 
Clog of Obedience, though our Huſbands have no 
more Senſe than a Cuckoo. Here ſhe fell a weeping 


as heartily as if ſhe had ſeen her Daughter already þ* 


Dead and Buried. Sancho comforted her, and pro- 
mis'd her, that tho* he was to make her a Counteſs, 


pos he would ſee and put it off as long as he cou'd. * 


hus ended their Dialogue, and he went back to Don 
Quixote, to diſpoſe every thing for a March. 


__ 
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CHAP: VI. 


are agreed that our Moll ſhall be a Counteſs. The | 


What paſs'd between Don Quixote, his Niece, J ſo 


and the Houſe-keeper : being one of the moſt 
important Chapters in the whole Hiſtory. 


HILE Sancho Panga, and his Wife Tereſa 
Caſcajo, had the foregoing erg + 
la- 

* Como un palmito, in the Original: i. e. as fine as 4 
Palm- Branch. In Italy and Spain they carry in Proceſſion, on 
Palm-Sunday, a Palm-branch, the Leaves of which are plat- 
ted and interwoven with great Art and Nicety. 

+ So it is in thi Original viz. impertinente platica: but 
Mr. Jarvis, wery juſtly, ſuſpects the Irony to be here broke by 
tbe Tranſcriber or Printer, and not by the Author himſelf, 
and that it ſhould be (importante) important, awhich car 
ries on the grave Ridicule of the Hiſtory, N | 
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Dialogue, Don Quixote's Niece and Houſe-keeper 
were not idle, gueſſing by a thouſand Signs that the 
FE Knight intended a Third Sally, Therefore they en- 
EF Heavour'd by all poſſible Means to divert him from his 
Fooliſh Deſign ; but all to no purpoſe ; ſor this was 
put preaching to a Rock, and hammering cold ſtub- 
porn Steel. But among other Arguments; in ſhort, 
Sir, quoth the Houſe-keeper, if you will not be rul'd, 


Þut will needs run wandring over Hill and Dale, like 5 
a tray Soul between Heaven and Hell, ſeeking tor | 10 
Miſchief, for ſo I may well call the hopeful Adven- | 
"tures which you go about, I'Il never leave complain- [ 
ging to Heaven and the King, till there's a Stop put 'N 


ly to't ſome way or other. What Anſwer Heaven will . = 
)- F Tvouchſafe to give thee, I know not, anſwer'd Don in 
5, Quixote + neither can I tell what Return his Majeſty 
d. © will make to thy Petition; this I know, that were 
n I King, I would excuſe my ſelf from anſwering the 
infinite Number of impertinent Memorials that diſ- 
turb the Repoſe of Princes. I tell thee, Woman, 
among the many other Fatigues which Royalty ſuſ- 
tains, *tis one of the greateſt to be oblig'd to hear 
every one, and to give Anſwer to all People. There- 
{fore pray trouble not his Majeſty with any thing con- 
jt © cerning me. But, pray, vir, tell me, reply'd ſhe, are 
there not a many Knights in the King's Court? I 

la muſt confeſs, ſaid Don Quixote, that for the Orna- 
4 ment, the Grandeur, and the Pomp, of Royalty, 
many Knights are, and ought to be maintained there. 


a- Why then, ſaid the Woman, would it not be better 
for your Worſhip to be one of thoſe brave Knights, 
„who ſerve the King their Maſter on Foot in his Court? 


Hear me, Sweet-heart, anſwer'd Don Quixote, all 
„Knights cannot be Courtiers, nor can all Courtiers 
be Knights-Errant. There muſt be of all Sorts in 
i, the World; and though we were all to agree in the 
*- WW common Appellation of a i yet there would be 

| - 4 a 


% . 
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a great Difference between the one and the other 


For your Courtiers, without ſo much as ſtirring out 
of their Chambers, or the Shade and Shelter of the 


Court, can journey over all the Univerſe in a Map,“ 


without the Expence and Fatigue of Travelling, 
without ſuffering the Inconveniencies of Heat, Cold, 
Hunger, and Thirſt ; while we who are the true 
Knight-Errants, expos'd to thoſe Extremities, and 


all the Inclemencies of Heaven, by Night and by Day, | 


on Foot as well as on Horſeback, meaſure the whole 
Surface of the Earth with our own Feet. Nor are we 
only acquainted with the Pictures of our Enemies, 


nm. 
= - 4" bs % 


but with their very Perſons, ready upon all Occa- 
ſions and at all times to engage em, without ſtand- 
ing upon Trifles, or the Ceremony of meaſuring 
Weapons, ſtripping, or examining whether our Op- 


ponents have any holy Relicks, or other ſecret Charms | | 


about 'em, whether the Sun be duly divided, or any 
other Punctilio's and Circumſtances obſerv'd among 
private Dueliſts ; Things which thou underſtandeſt 
not, but I do: And me further let thee know, that 


the true Knight-Errant, tho' he meet Ten Giant, | 
whoſe tall aſpiring Heads not only. touch but over- ! 
top the Clouds, each of them ſtalking with prodigious 7 


Legs like huge Towers, their ſweeping Arms like 
Maſts of Mighty Ships, each Eye as large as a Mill- 
Wheel, and more fiery than a Glaſs-Furnace; yet 
he is ſo far from being afraid to meet them, that he 
muſt encounter them with a gentle Countenance, and 
an undaunted Courage, affail them, cloze with them, 
and if poſſible vanquiſh and deſtroy 'em all in an In- 
ſtant ; nay, though they came arm'd with the Scales 
of a certain Fiſh, which they ſay is harder than Ada- 
mant, and inftead of Swords had dreadful Sabres of 
keen Damaſcan Steel, or mighty Maces with Points 
of the ſame Metal, as I have ſeen them more than a 
Dozen times, I bave condeſcended to tell thee thus 


much, 
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much, that thou may'ſt ſee the vaſt Difference be- 
tween Knights and Knights ; and I think *twere to 
be wiſh'd that all Princes knew ſo far how to make 
the Diſtinction, as to give the Pre-eminence to this 
firſt Species of Knights-Errant, among whom'there 
have been ſome whoſe Fortitude has not only been 
the Defence of our Kingdom, but of many more, as 
we read in their Hiſtories, Ah! Sir, ſaid the Niece, 
have a care what you ſay ; all the Stories of Knights- 
Errant, are nothing but a Pack of Lies and Fables, 
and if they are not burnt, they ought at leaſt to wear 
a Sanbenito , the Badge of Hereſy, or ſome other 
Mark of Infamy, that the World may know 'em to 
be wicked, and Perverters of good Manners. Now 
by the Powerful Suſtainer of my Being, cry'd Don 
Quixote, wert thou not ſo nearly related to me, 
wert thou not my own Siſter's chats, I would 
take ſuch Revenge for the Blaſphemy thou haſt ut- 
tered, as would reſound through the whole Univerſe. 
Who ever heard of the like Impudence ? That a 
young Baggage, who ſcarce knows her Bobbins from 


| 2 Bodkin, ſhould preſume to put in her Oar, and 


cenſure. the Hiſtories of Knights-Errant ! What 
would Sir Amad:s have ſaid, had he heard this! Bnt 
he undoubtedly would have forgiven thee, for he was 


the moſt Courteous and Complaiſant Kuight of his 
Time, eſpecially to the Fair Sex, being a great Pro- 


tector of Damſels; but thy Words might have reach'd 
the Ears of ſome, that would have ſacrific'd thee to 
their Indignation ; for all Knights are not poſſeſs'd of 
Civility or Good nature; fome are Rough and Re- 
vengeful; and neither are all thoſe that aſſume the 
Name, of a Diſpoſition ſuitable to the Function; ſome 
indeed were of the right Stamp, but others are either 

5 Coun- 
* A Coat of black Can vaſ, painted over with Flames 


and Devils, worn by Hereticks when going to be burnt, by 
Order of the Inquiſition, | | 
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Counterfeit, or of ſuch an Allay as cannot bear the | 3 


Touch-ſtone, though they deceive the Sight. Inte- 


rior Mortals there are, who aim at Knight-hood, and) 


ſtrain to reach the Height of Honour ; and High- 
born Knights there are, who ſeem fond of groveling 


in the Duſt, and being loſt in the Crowd of inferior 


Mortals. The firſt raiſe themſelves by Ambition or 
by Virtue; the laſt debaſe themſelves by Negligence 
or by Vice; ſo that there is need of a diſtinguiſhing 
Underſtanding to judge between theſe two Sorts ot 
Knights, ſo near ax & in Name, and ſo different in 
Actions, Bleſs me! dear Uncle, cry'd the Niece, 
that you ſhould know ſo much, as to be able, if 
there was Occaſion, to get up into a Pulpit, or 
preach * in the Streets, and yet be ſo ſtrangely miſ- 
taken, ſo groſly blind of Underſtanding, as to fancy 
a Man of your Years and Infirmity can be ſtrong and 
valiant ; that you can ſet every thing right, and force 
ſtubborn Malice to bend, when you yourſelf ſtoop be- 
neath the Burden of Age; and what's yet more odd, 
that you are a Knight, when *tis well known you are 
none? For tho' ſome Gentlemen may be Knights, a 
r Gentlemancan hardly be ſo, becauſe he can't buy 

it. You ſay well, Niece, anſwer'd Don Quixote; and as 
to this Jaft Obſervation, I could tell you things that 
you would admire at, concerning Families; but be- 
cauſe I will not mix Sacred Things with Profane, [ 
wave the Diſcourſe, However, liſten both of you, 
and for your farther Inſtruction know, that all the 
Lineages and Deſcents of Mankind, are reduceable 
to theſe four Heads: Firſt, Of, thoſe, who from 
'a very ſmall and obſcure Beginhing, have rais'd 
themſelves to a ſpreading and prodigious Magni- 
tude, Secondly, Of thoſe who deriving their Great- 
? neſs 

* 4 common thing in Spain and Italy, for the Fryars and 
young f efuits, in an extraordinary Fit of Zeal, to get upon 


4 Bull, and hold forthin the Streets or Market-Place. 
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© © neſs from a noble Spring, ſtill preſerve the Digni- 
- 24 and Character of their original Splendor. A 
N *% 


d Third, Are thoſe who, though they had large Foun- 
- F'* dations, have ended in a Point like a Pyramid, which 
SF buy little and little dwindle as it were into nothing, or 
r © 7 next to nothing, in compariſon of its Baſis, Others 


r there are (and thoſe are the Bulk of Mankind) who 
de have, neither had a good Beginning, nor a rational 
g © Continuance, and whoſe Ending ſhall therefore be ob- 


ot cure; ſuch are the common People, the Pleberan Race. 
n © The Ottoman Family is an Inſtance of the firſt Sort, 
„ having deriv'd their preſent Greatneſs from the poor 
if Þ © Beginning of a baſe-born Shepherd, Of the ſecond 
Ir Sort, there are many Princes who being born ſuch, 
(- enjoy their Dominions by Inheritance, and leave 
them to their Succeſſors without Addition or Dimu- 
d nution. Of the third Sort, there is an infinite Num- 
de ber of Examples; for all the Pharaohs and Ptolomies 


e- of Egypt, your Cæſars of Rome, and all the Swarm (if 
d, I may uſe that Word) of Princes, Monarchs, Lords, 
re Medes, Aſſyrians, Perſians, Greeks and Barbarians : 


a © All theſe Families and Empires have ended in a Point, 
ty zs well as thoſe who gave riſe to em: for it were im- 
as poſſible at this Day to find any of their Deſcendants, 
at or if we cou'd find' em, it would be in a poor grovel- 
ing Condition. As for the Vulgar, I ſay nothing of *em, 

[ more than that they are thrown in as Cyphers to in- 
u, creaſe the Number of Mankind, without deſerving 
* any other Praiſe. Now, my good- natur'd Souls, you 
le may at leaſt draw this reaſonable Inference from what 
m have ſaid of this promiſcuous Diſpenſation of Ho- 
d nours, and this Uncertainty and Confuſion of De- 
i- ſcent, That Virtue and Liberality in the preſent Poſ- 


ſeſſor, are the moſt juſt and undiſputable Titles to 
| Nobility ; for the Advantages of Pedigree, without 
theſe Qualifications, ſerve only to make Vice more 
| conſpicuous, The great Man that is Vicious will be 


greatly 
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tous Beggar; for, not he who poſſeſſes, but that 


ſpends and enjoys his Wealth, is the rich and the hap- Þ 


py Man ; nor he neither who barely ſpends, but who 
does it with Diſcretion. The poor Knight indeed 
cannot ſhew he is one by his Magnificence ; but yet 
by his Virtue, Affability, Civility, and courteous B 
baviour, he may diſplay the chief Ingredients that en- 
ter into the Compoſition of the K 

tho” he can't pretend to Liberality, wanting Riches to 
ſapport it, his Charity may recompence that Defect; 


for an Alms of two Maravedis chearfully beſtow'ld F 


uponan indigent Beggar, by a Man in poor Circum- 


ſtances, ſpeaks him as Tiberal as the larger Donative Þ 


of a vain-glorious rich Man before a fawning Crowd, 
Theſe Accompliſhments will always ſhine thro? the 
Clouds of Fortune, and at laſt break through *em with 


Splendor and Applauſe. There are two Paths to Dig- 


nity and Wealth; Arts and Arms. Arms I have cho- 


ſen, and the Influence of the Planet Mars that prefided Þ 
at my Nativity, led me to that adventurous Road. So 
that all your Attempts to ſhake my Reſolution are in 
vain: for in ſpite of all Mankind, I will purſue what 


Heaven has ſated, Fortune ordain'd, what Reaſon re- 
quires, and (which is more) what my Inclination de- 
mands. Iam ſenſible of the many Troubles and Dan- 
pur that attend the Proſecution of Knight-Errantry, 


„ Vicious, and the rich Miſer is only a cove» Þ 
e 


nighthood ; and“ 


at 
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ut I alſo know what infinite Honours and Rewards 


are the Conſequences of the Performance. The Path 


of Virtue is narrow, and the Way of Vice eaſy and 
open; but their Ends and Reſting- places are very diffe- 
rent. The latter is a broad Road indeed, and down- 
hill all the way, but Death and Contempt are always 
met at the End of the Journey; whereas the former 
leads to Glory and Life, not a Life that ſoon muſt have 
an End, but an immortal Being. For I know, as our 
great * Caſtilian Poet expreſſes it, that 


e 
* Boſcan, one of the fu Peformers of the Spaniſh Pbetry, 
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ve» 8 Thro' keep Aſcents, thro' ſtrait and rugged Ways, 

hat Our ſelves to Glory's lofty Seats we raiſe : 

p- 8 In vain he hopes to reach the bleſs'd Abode, 

rho bo leaves the narrow Path, for the more eaſy Road, 


0 * Alacka-day! cry'd the Niece, my Uncle is a Poet 
e- 7 too ! He knows every thing. I'll lay my Life he 
en- 7 might turn Maſon in caſe of Neceſſity. It he would 
nd but undertake it, he could build a Houſe as eaſy as a 
to Bird- cage. N truly, Niece, ſaid Don Quixote, 
t;þ were not my Underſtanding wholly involv'd in 


„d Thoughts relating to the Exerciſe of Knight-Erran- 
m- try, there is nothing which I durſt not engage to per- 
ive] form, no Curioſity ſhould eſcape my Hands, eſpecial- 
vd. ly Bird-cages and Tooth-pickers *. By this ſome bo- 
the dy knock*d at the Door and being aſk'd who it was, 
ith Sanche anſwer'd, *twas he. Whereupon the Houſe- 
ig- Keeper ſlipp'd out of the way, not willing to ſee him, 
ho- and the Niece let him in. Don Quixote receiv'd him 
ded Þ with open Arms; and locking themſelves both in 
So the Cloſet, they had another Dialogue as pleaſant as 
> in N the former. | 

1 — — « 8 — 


CHAP. VI. 


An Account of Don Quixote's Conference with 
his Squire, and other moſt famous Paſſages. 


H E Houſe-keeper no ſooner faw her Maſter 

and Sanchs lock'd up together, but ſhe pre- 
ſently ſurmis'd the Drift of that cloſe Conference, 
* and concluding that no leſs than Villanous a 
PF r- 
| * Palillo de dientes, 1. e. a little Stick for the Teeth. 
Tooth-pickers in Spain are made of long ſhavings of Boards, 
| ſplit and reduc'd to a Straw's Breadth, and wound up like 
ſmall Max- lights. . 
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Errantry and another Sally would prove the Reſult bt 


of it, ſhe flung her Veil over her Head, and quite 


caſt down with Sorrow and Vexation, trudg'd away 
to ſeek Sampſon Carraſco, the Batchelor of Arts; de- 


ending on his Wit and Eloquence, to diſſuade his 
F riend Don Quixote from his frantick Reſolution. She 
found him walking in the Yard of his Houſe, and fell 
preſently on her Knees before him in a cold Sweat, 
and with all the Marks of a diſorder'd Mind. What's 
the matter, Woman, faid he, (ſomewhat ſurpriz'd at 
her Poſture and Confuſion) what has befallen you, 
that youlook as if you were ready to giveup the Ghoſt ; 
Nothing, ſaid ſhe, dear Sir, but that my Maſter's de- 
parting, he's departing, that's moſt certain, How |! 
cry'd Carraſco, What d'you mean? Is his Soul depart- 
ing out of his Body? No, anſwer'd the Woman, but 
all his Wits are quite and clean 8 He means 
to be Gadding again into the wide World, and is 
upon the Spur now the third time to hunt after Ven- 
tures, as he calls em *, tho? I don't know why he 
calls thoſe Chances ſo. The firſt time he was brought 
home, was athwart an Aſs, and almoſt cudgel'd to 
ieces. T*other Bout he was forc'd to ride home in a 

, coup'd up ina Cage, where he would make 
us believe he was inchanted ; and the poor Soul look'd 
ſo diſmally, that the Mother that bore him would 
not have known the Child of her Bowels; ſo meagre, 
wan, and wither'd, and his Eyes ſo ſunk and hid in 
the utmoſt Nook and Corner of his Brain, that I am 
ſure I ſpent about Six Hundred Eggs to cocker him up 
again; ay, and more too, as Heaven and all the World's 
my Witneſs, and the Hens that laid 'em can't deny 
it. That I believe, ſaid the Batchelor, for your Hens 
are ſo well-bred, ſo fat, and fo good, that they won't 
ſay one thing and think another for the World, But 
0 
Ventura, fgnifies both good Luck, and alſo Ad- 
Ventures. | 


1 
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is this all? Has no other ill Luck befall'n you, be- 


ſides this of your Maſter's intended Ramble ? No o- 
T ther, Sir, quoth ſhe. Then trouble your Head no 


farther, ſaid he, but get you home, and as you go, 


ſay me the Prayer of St. Apollonia, if you know it: 
then get me ſome warm Bit for Breakfaſt, and 111 
come to you preſently, and you ſhall ſee Wonders, 
Dear me, quoth ſhe, the Prayer of St. Polonia Why, 
tis only good for the Tooth- ach; but his Ailing lies 
in his Skull. Miſtreſs, ſaid he, don't diſpute with 
me: I know what I ſay. Have I not commenc'd 


' Batchelor of Arts at Salamanca, and do you think 


| there's any Batcherlorizing beyond that? With that 

away ſhe goes, and he went preſently tg find the Cu- 

rate, to conſult with him about what ſhall be declar'd 
in due time, 

When Sancho and his Maſter were lock'd up toge- 
ther in the Room, there paſs'd ſome Diſcourſe between 
them, of which the Hiſtory gives a very punctual and 

| impartial Account. Sir, quoth Sancho to his Maſter, 
I have at laſt reluc'd my Wife, to let me go with 
your Worſhip where-ever you'll have me. Reduc'd 
you would ſay, Sancho, ſaid Don Quixote, and not 
relucd *. Look you, Sir, quoth Sancho, If I an't 
# miſtaken, I have wiſh'd you once or twice not to 
© ſtand correcting my Words, if you underſtand my 
Meaning : If you don't, why then do but ſay to me, 
Sancho, Devil, or what you pleaſe, I underſtand thee 
not; and if I don't make out my Meaning plainly, 
then take me up; for I am fo focible I under- 
ſtand you not, ſaid Don Quixote interrupting him, 
for I can't gueſs the Meaning of your Focible, Why, 
ſo Focible, quoth Sancho, is as much as to ſay, Fo- 
| cible, That is, I am ſo and fo, as it were. Leſs and 
leſs do I underſtand thee, ſaid the Knight. Why then, 
| | *% quoth 
But juft now Sancho corrected his Wife for ſaying de- 
voly'd, inſtead of reſoly'd. 
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quoth Sancho, there's an end of the Matter, it mu 
een ſtick there for me, for I can ſpeak no better 
O! now, quoth Don Quixote, I fancy I gueſs you 


Meaning, you mean docible, I ſuppoſe, implying 
that you are ſo ready and apprehenſive, that you wil 
2 obſerve what I ſhall teach you, I'II lay any 


even Wager now, ſaid the *Squire, you underſto 
me well enough at firſt, but you had a Mind to put 
me out, merely to hear me put your fine Words out-. 
joint. That may be, ſaid Don Quixote, but pr'ythet 
tell me, what ſays Tereſa ® Why, an't pleaſe you, 
quoth Sancho, Tereſa bids me make ſure Work with 
your Worſhip, and that we may have leſs Talking 
and more Doing ; that a Man muſt not be his own 
Carver; that he who Cuts does not Shuffle; that 
tis good to be certain; that Paper ſpeaks when Beard 
never wag; that a Bird in Hand is worth two in the 
Buſh. One Hold-faft is better than two TI give thee, 


Now, I ſay, a Woman's Counſel is not worth much, 


ye the that deſpiſes it, is no wiſer than he ſhou'd 


I fay ſo too, ſaid Don Quixote; but pray, good 


Sancho, proceed ; for thou art in an excellent Strain; 


thou talk'ſt moſt ſententiouſly to Day. I ſay, quot 
Sancho, as you better know yourſelf than I do, that 


we're all mortal Men, here to Day and gone to 


Morrow; as ſoon goes the young Lamb to the Spit, 
as the old Weather; no Man can tell the Length off 
his Days; for Death is deaf, and when he knocks at 


the Door, Mercy on the Porter. He's in Poſt-haſte, 


neither fair Words nor foul, Crowns nor Mitres can 
ſtay him, as the Report goes, and as we are told from 
the Pulpit. All this I grant, ſaid Don Quixote But IF 


what would you infer from hence ? Why, Sir, quoth 


Sancho, all I wou'd be at is, that your Worſhip a- 
low me fo much a * Month for my Wages, wha ; 


* The Cuſtom of Spain is to pay their Servants Wage: © 
We Month, | : 
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I ſtay with you, and that the aforeſaid Wages be paid 
me out of your Eſtate, For I'll truſt no longer to Re- 
2 wards, that mayhaps may come late, and mayhaps 
not at all. I'd be glad to know what I get, be't more 
or leſs, A little in one's own Pocket, is better than 
much in another Man's Purſe, Tis good to keep a 


Neſt-Egg. Every little makes a mickle ; while a 
Man gets he never can loſe, Should it happen indeed, 
that your Worſhip ſhould give me this ſame Iſland, 
which you promis'd me, N tis what I dare not 
ſo ach as hope for, why then I an' t ſuch an ungrate- 
ful, nor ſo unconſcionable a Muck-worm, but that I 
am willing to ſtrike off upon the Income, for what 
Wages I receive, Cantity for Cantity. Would not 
Quantity have been better than Cantity, aſk'd Don 
Quixote? Ho! I underſtand you now, cry'd Sancho : 
I dare lay a Wager I ſhould have ſaid Quantity and 


not Cantity : but no matter for that, ſince you knew 


what I meant. Yes, Sancho, quoth the Knight, I have 


div'd to the very Bottom of your Thought, and un- 


derſtand now the Aim of all your numerous Shot of 


Proverbs. Look you, Friend Sancho, I ſhou'd never 


ſocruple to pay thee Wages, had I any Example to war- 


rant ſuch a Practice. Nay, could J find the leaſt glim- 
mering of a Precedent thro? all the Books of Chivalry 


that ever I read, for any yearly or monthly Stipend, 


your Requeſt ſhould be granted. But I have read all, 


or the greateſt Part of the Hiſtories of Knights-Er- 


rant, and find that all their *Squires depended prey 
! 


on the Favour of their Maſters for a Subſiſtence; ti 
by ſome ſurprizing Turn in the Knight's Fortune, 
the Servants were advanced to the Government of 
> ſome Iſland, or ſome equivalent Gratuity ; at leaſt, 
they had Honour and 2 1. 

| Reward, Now, Friend Sancho, if you will depend on 
theſe Hopes of Preferinent, and return to my Service, 


itle conferred on them as a 


| "tis well; if not, get you home, and tell your imper- 


tinent 
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tinent Wife, that I will not break through all the 


Rules and Cuſtoms of Chivalry, to ſatisfy her ſordid F a 


Diffidence and yours; and ſo let there be no more 
Words about the matter, but let us part Friends; and 
remember this, that if there be Vetches in my Dove- 
Houſe, it will want no Pigeons, Good Arrears are 


better than ill Pay; and a Fee in Reverſion is better | 


than a Farm in Poſſeſſion, Take notice too, there's 
Proverb for Proverb, to let you know that I can pour 
out a Volley of *em as well as you. In ſhort, if you 
will not go along with me upon Courteſy, and run 
the ſame Fortune with me, Heaven be with you, 
and make you a Saint; I do not queſtion but I ſhall 
get me a *Squire, more Obedient, more Careful, and 
leſs Saucy and Talkative than you. 

Sancho hearing his Maſter's firm Reſolution, 
*twas cloudy Weather with him in an Inſtant ; he 
was ſtruck dumb with Diſappointment, and down 
ſunk at once his Heart to his Girdle; for he verily 
thought he could have brought him to any Terms, 
through a vain Opinion, that the Knight would 
not for the World go without him. While he was 
thus dolefully bury'd in Thought, in came Sampſon 
Carraſco, and the Niece, very eager to hear the 
Batchelor's Arguments to diſſuade Don Quixote 
from his intended Sally, But Sampſon, who was 
a rare Comedian, preſently embracing the Knight, 
and beginning in a high Strain, ſoon diſappointed her. 
O Flower of Chivalry, cry'd he, refulgent Glory of 
Arms, living Honour and Mirror of our Spaniſb Na- 
tion, may all thoſe who prevent the Third Expedition 
which thy heroick Spirit meditates, be loſt in the La- 
byrinth of their perverſe Deſires, and find no Thread 
to lead em to their Wiſhes. Then turning to the 
Houſe-keeper, You have no need now to ſay the 
Prayer of St. Apollonia, ſaid he, for I find it written 
in the Stars, that the Illuſtrious Champion * no 
| | onger 
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longer delay the Proſecution of Glory; and I ſhould 
Snjure my Conſcience, ſhould I preſume to diſſuade 


him from the Benefits that ſhall redound to Mankind, 
by exer ing 198 Strength of his formidable Arm, and 
the innate Virtues ef his heroick Soul. Alas! his Stay 
deprives the oppreſſed Orphans of a Protector, Dam- 


ſels of a Deliverer, Champions of their Honour, Wi- 


cows of an obliging Patron, and marry'd Women of a 


; vigorous Comforter, nay, alſodelays a Thouſand other 
important Exploits and Atchievements, which are 


the Duty and neceſſary Conſequences of the honou- 
Table Order of Knight-Errantry. Go on then, my 


o 


r my valorous Don Quixote, rather this very 


ay than the next; let your Greatneſs be upon the 


Wing, and if any thing be wanting towards the com- 


pleating of your Equipage, I ſtand forth to ſupply 


you with my Life and Fortune, and ready, if it be 


thought expedient, to attend your Excellence as a 
Squire, an Honour which I am ambitious to attain, 


Well, Sancho, (ſaid Don Quixote, hearing this, and 
+ turning to his *Squire) did not I tell thee I ſhould 


not want *Squires ; behold who offers me his Service, 


the moſt excellent Batchelor of Arts, Sampſon Car- 


raſco, the perpetual Darling of the Muſes, and Glory 


of the Salamanca-Schools, ſound and active of Body, 


patient of Labour, inur'd to Abſtinence, ſilent in 


Misfortune, and in ſhort, endow'd with all the Ac- 
compliſhments that conſtitute a: Squire. But forbid 


it Heav'n, that to indulge my private Inclinations I 
ſhould preſume to weaken the whole Body of Learn- 
ing, by removing from it ſo ſubſtantial a Pillar, ſo 


| Vaſt a Repoſitory of Sciences, and ſo eminent a Branch 


of the Liberal Arts. No, my Friend, remain thou 

another Ganges in thy Country, be the Honour of 

e Delight of thy ancient Parents; I 

ſhall content myſelf with any *Squire, ſince Sancho 

does not — to go with me. I do, I do, 2 
anc 


* 


63 The Life and Atchievements 


Sancho, relenting with Tears in his Eyes) I do vouch. 
ſafe ; it ſhall never be ſaid of Sancho Panga, no longer 
Pipe no longer Dance. Nor have I Heart of Flint, 
Sir; for all the World knows, and eſpecially our 
Town, what the whole Generation of the Pangs' 
has ever been: Beſides, I well know, and have al. 
ready found by a many good Turns, and more good 
Words, that your Worſhip has had a good Will to 
wards me all along; and if I have done otherwise 
than I ſhould, in ſtanding upon Wages, or fo, it 
were merely to humour my Wife, who, when once 
ſhe's ſet upon a thing, ſtands digging and hammerin! 
at a Man like a Cooper at a Tub, till ſhe clinch; 
the Point. But hang it, I am the Huſband, and wil 
be her Huſband, and ſhe's but a Wife, and ſhall be 
a Wife. None can deny but I am a Man every Inch 
of me, where-ever I am, and I will be a Man 
home in ſpite of any Body; ſo that you've no more 
to do, but to make your Will and "Teſtament ; but 
be ſure you make the Conveyance ſo firm, that it 
can't be rebuk'd, and then let's be gone as ſoon 2 


you pleaſe, that Maſter Sampſon's Soul may be at reſt; 
for he fays his Conſcience won't let him be quiet, til! 
he has ſet you upon another Journey thro? the World; 


and I. here again offer myſelf to follow your Worſhip, 


and promiſe to be Faithful and Loyal, as well, nas, 
and better than all the *Squires that ever waited on 


Knights-Errant. "The Batchelor was amaz'd to heat 
Sancho Pana expreſs himſelf after that manner; an! 


though he had read much of him in the firſt Part oF 


his Hiſtory, he could not believe him to be ſo plex: 
ſant a Fellow as he is there repreſented. But hear- 


ing him now talk of rebauking inſtead of revoking We 
Teſtaments and Conveyances, he was induc'd to cre We 


dit all that was ſaid of him, and to conclude him om 
of the oddeſt Compounds of the Age; nor could he 
imagine that the World ever ſaw before fo extrava- 
gant a Couple as the Maſter and the Man, D 

| | o 


„ tot oh ro mn 6 ee Poa ey = Wife OO WI..,£zA@4YC 


EZ Proviſions, and his 


of the Renoumd Don Quixote. 69 


Don Quixote and Sancho embrac'd, becoming as 
good Friends as ever, and ſo with the Approbation 


of the Grand Carraſco, who was then the Knight's 
_ it was decreed, that they ſhould ſet out at 
h 


e Expiration of three Days ; in which time all Ne- 
ceſſaries ſhould be provided, eſpecially a whole Hel- 
met, which Don Quixote ſaid he was reſolv'd by all 
means to purchaſe. Sampſon offer'd him one which he 
knew he could eaſily get of a Friend, and which 
*look'd more dull with the Mold and Ruſt, than bright 
with the Luſtre of the Steel. The Niece and the 
Houſe - keeper made a woful Out- cry; they tore their 
Hair, ſcratch'd their Faces, and howld like common 
Mourners at Funerals, lamenting the Knizht's De- 


parture, as it had been his real Death; and curſing 


Carraſco moſt unmercifully, though his Behaviour 
was the Reſult of a Contrivance plotted between the 
Curate, the Barber, and himſelf, In ſhort, Don 
Quixote and his Squire having got all things in a 
' Readineſs, the one having pacify'd his Wife, and the 


other his Niece and Houſe-keeper; towards the 
Evening without being ſeen by any Body but the 


| Batchelor, who would needs accompany them about 
half a League from the Village, they ſet forward for 
'T:boſo, The Knight mounted his Rozinante, and 
Sancho his truſty e. his Wallet well ſtuff d with 
urſe with Money, which Don 

Quixote gave him to defray Expences, At laſt Samp- 
ſen took his Leave, deſiring the Champion to give 


him from time to time, an Account of his Succeſs, 
that according to the Laws of Friendſhip, he might 
© ſympathize in his good or evil Fortune. Don 
made him a Promiſe, and then. they parted 3 Samp- 
en went home, and the Knight and Squire continu'd 


utxote 


| their Journey for the great City of Toboſo. 
4 85 CHAP. 
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AF. VL 


Don Quixote*s Succeſs in his Fourney to viſit th 


Lady Dulcinea del Toboſo. 


Leſſed be the mighty Alla *, 17 Hamet Benen. 
geli, at the Beginning of his Eighth Chapter; 


bleſſed be Alla / Which Ejaculation he thrice repeat- Þ 


ed, in Conſideration of the Bleſſing that Don Qui 


and Sancho had once more taken the Field again 
and that from this Period the Readers of their de- 


lightful Hiſtory may date the Knight's Atchieve-F 
ments, and the *Squire's Pleaſantries; and he in- 


treats em to forget the former heroical Tranſactions 
of the wonderful Knight, and fix their Eyes upon 
his future Exploits, which take Birth from his ſet— 


ting out for Toboſo, as the former began in the Fielis 
of Montiel. Nor can ſo ſmall a Requeſt be thought Þ 


unreaſonable, conſidering what he promiſes, which 
begins in this manner. 

Don _—_ and his *Squire were no ſooner parted 
from the Batchelor, but Rozinante began to neigh, 
and Dapple to bray ; which both the Knight and the 
*Squire interpreted as good Omens, and moſt fortu- 
nate Preſages of their Succeſs; tho? the Truth of the 
Story is, that as Dapplr's Braying exceeded Roxi- 
nante's Neighing, Sancho concluded that his Fortune 
ſhould out-rival and eclipſe his Maſter's ; which In- 
ference I will not ſay he drew from ſome Principles 
in Judicial Aſtrology, in which he was undoubtedly 
well-grounded, though the Hiſtory is filent in that 
Particular; however, tis recorded of him, that of- 
tentimes upon the falling or ſtumbling of his Aſs, he 
wiſh'd he had not gone abroad that Day, and from 
ſuch Accidents prognoſticated nothing but Diſloca- 
tion of Joints, and breaking of Ribs; and notwith- 
| | ſtanding 
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ſtanding his fooliſh Character, this was no bad Obſer- 
vation. Friend Sancho, ſaid Don Quixote to him, I 


be 


find the approaching Night will overtake us, ere we 
can reach Teboſo, where, before I enter upon any Ex- 
pedition, I am reſolv'd to pay my Vows, receive m 
| Benediftion, and take my Leave of the Peerleſs Dul- 
* cinea ; being aſſured after that of happy Events, in 
the moſt dangerous Adventures ; for nothing in this 
World inſpires a Knight Errant with ſo much Va— 
Jour, as the Smiles and favourable Aſpects of his Mi- 
' ſtreſs. I am of your Mind, quoth Sancho; but I am 
afraid, Sir, you will hardly come at her, to ſpeak 
with her, at leaſt not to meet her in a Place where ſhe 


may give you her Bleſſing, unleſs ſhe throw it you 
over the Mud-Wall of the Yard, where I firſt ſaw 
her, when I carried her the News of your mad Pranks 
in the midſt of Sierra Morena. Mud-W all, doſt thou 
ſay, cry'd Don Quixote] Miſtaken Fool, that Wall 
could have no Exiſtence but in thy muddy Under- 
ſtanding : *T'is a mere Creature of thy dirty Fancy; 
for that never-duly- celebrated Paragon of Beauty and 
Gentility, was then undoubtedly in ſome Court, in 
ſome ſtately Gallery, or Walk, or as tis properly 


called, in ſome Sumptuous and Royal Palace. It may 


be ſo ſaid Sancho, though ſo far as I can remember, it 
ſeem'd to me neither better nor worſe than a Mud- 
Wall. 'Tis no matter, reply'd the Knight, let us 
go thither; I will viſit my dear Dulcinea ; let me 
but ſee her, though it be over a Mud- Wall, through 


2 Chink of a Cottage, or the Pales of a Garden, at a 
| Lattice, or any where; which way focver the leaſt 


Beam froin her bright Eyes reaches mine, it will fo 


| enlighten my Mind, fo fortify my Heart, and invi- 


gorate every Faculty of my Being, that no Mortal will 


be able to rival me in Prudence and Valour, Troth! 
Sir, quoth Sancho, when I beheld that ſame Sun of a 


Lady, methought it did not ſhine ſo bright, as to caſt 
torth 
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forth any Beams at all ; but mayhaps the Reaſon waz, 
that the Duſt of the Grain ſhe was winnowing rais'd 
a Cloud about her Face, and made her look ſome- 
what dull. I tell thee again, Fool, ſaid Don Quixote, 


thy Imagination is duſty and foul ; will it never be 


beaten out of thy ſtupid Brain, that my Lady Dul- 
cinea was winnowing ? Are ſuch Exerciſes us'd by 
Perſons of Her Quality, whoſe Recreations are always 
noble, and ſuch as diſplay an Air of Greatneſs ſuit- 
able to their Birth and Dignity ? Can'ſt thou not re- 
member the Verſes of our Poet, when he recounts 
the Employments of the four Nymphs at their Cryſtal 
Manſions, when they advanc'd their Heads above the 
Streams of the lovely Tagus, and ſat upon the Graſs, 
working thoſe rich Embroideries, where Silk and 


Gold, and Pearl emboſs'd, were fo curiouſly inter- 


woven, and which that ingenious Bard ſo artfully 
deſcribes? So was my Princeſs employ'd when ſhe 
bleſſed thee with her Sight; but the envious Malice 


of ſome baſe Necromancer faſcinated thy Sight, as it 


repreſents whatever is moſt grateful to me in different 
and diſpleaſing Shapes. And this makes me fear, 
that if the Hiſtory of my Atchievements, which they 
tell me is in Print, has been written by ſome Magi- 
cian who is no Well-wiſher to my Glory, he has um 
doubtedly deliver*d many things with Partiality, mit- 
repreſented my Life, inſerting a hundred Falſhoods 
for one Truth, and diverting himſelf with the Rela- 
tion of idle Stories, foreign to the Purpoſe, and 
unſuitable to the Continuation of a true Hiſtory. O 
Envy! Envy! Thou gnawing Worm of Virtue, and 
Spring of infinite Miſchiefs ! There is no other Vice, 
my Sancho, but pleads ſome Pleaſure in its Excuſe; 
but Envy is always attended by Diſguſt, Rancour, 
and diſtracting Rage. I am much of your Mind, faid 
Sancho, and I think, in the ſame Book which Neigh- 
bour Carraſce told us he had read of our "_ the 

tory 
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Kory makes bold with my Credit, and has handled it 


a ſtrange Rate, and has dragg'd it about the Ken- 
Els, as a Body may ſay. Well, now as I am an ho- 
eſt Man, I never ſpoke an ill Word of a Magician 
my born Days; and I think they need not envy 
dy Condition ſo much. The Truth is, Jam ſome- 
hat malicious; I have my roguiſh Tricks now and 
en; but I was ever counted more Fool than Knave 


{for all that, and fo indeed I was bred and born; and 


if there were nothing elſe in me but my Religion (for 
firmly believe whatever our Holy Roman Catholick 
Church believes, and I hate the Fews mortally) theſe 
fame Hiſtorians ſhould take pity o' me, and ſpare me 
little in their Books, But Ict *em ſay on to the End 
the Chapter; naked I came into the World, and 


naked muſt go out. Tis all a Cafe to Sancho, I can 


neither win nor Joſe by the Bargain; and ſo my 
Name be in Print, and handed about, I care not 


Fig for the worſt they can ſay of me, What 
ou ſay'ſt, Sancho, anſwer'd Don Quixote, puts me 


Im mind of a Story. A celebrated Poct of our Pime 
Frote a very ſcurrilous and abuſive Lampoon upon 
che intriguing Ladies of the Court, forbearing to 


ame one, as not being ſure whether ſhe deſerv*d to 
put into the Catalogue or no; but the Lady not 
Inding herſelf there, was not a little affronted at the 
miſlion, and made a great Complaint to the Poet, 


ing him what he had ſeen in her, that he ſhou'd 
ave her out of his Liſt ; deſiring him at the ſame 
me to enlarge his Satire, and put her in, or expect 
P hear farther from her. The Author obeyed her 

ommands, and gave her a Character with a Ven- 
trance, and, to her great Satisfaction, made her as 
zmous for Infamy as any Woman about the Town. 
uch another Story is that of Diana's Temple, one 
che Seven Wonders of the World, burnt by an ob- 
ure Fellow merely to eternize his Name; which, 
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in ſpite of an Edict that enjoin'd all People never t 
mention it, either by Word of Mouth, or in Writ. 
ing, yet is ſtill known to have been Ereſtratus. Th 
Story of the great Emperor Charles the Fifth, and: 
Roman Knight, upon a certain Occaſion, is much t 
ſame, The Emperor had a great Deſire to ſee the 
famous Temple once called the Pantheon, but now 
| more happily, the Church of All Saints. Tis the on. 
k ly entire Edifice remaining of Heathen Rome, an 
1 that which beſt gives an Idea of the Glory and Mag- 
nificence of its great Founders. Tis built in the 
Shape of a half Orange, of a vaſt Extent and very 
lightſome, tho? it admits no Light, but at one Win- 
dow, or to ny more properly, at a round Aper- 
ture on the Top of the Roof. The Emperor being 
got up thither, and looking down from the Brink 
upon the Fabrick, with a Roman Knight by him, I 
who ſhew'd all the Beauties of that vaſt Edifice: al- 
ter they were gone from the Place, ſays the Knight, 1A“ 
addrefling the Emperor, It came into my Head a 
thouſand times, Sacred Sir, to embrace your Majeſty, 
and caſt myſelf with you, from the Top of the Church 
| to the Bottom, that I might thus purchaſe an immor- 
| tal Name. I thank you ſaid the Emperor, for not 
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doing it; and. for the future, I will give you no O-. 
portunity to put your Loyalty to ſuch a Teſt, "There WF 
toreI baniſh you my Preſence for ever; which done, he 
beſtow'd ſome conſiderable Favour on him. I tell thee, 
Sancho, this Deſire of Honour is a ſtrange bewitching 
thing. What doſt thou think made Horatius, arm'd 
at all Points, plunge headlong from the Bridge into 
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| the rapid Tyber © What prompted Curtius to leap into I, 
| the profound flaming Gulph? What made Mutius burn il 
his Hand? What forc'd Cæſar over the Rubicon, ſpit: WW x 
E of all the Omens that diſſuaded his Pafſage ? And to, 

inſtance a more modern Example, what made tlie * 
| undaunted Spaniards ſink their Ships, when under the Nu 
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% WSoft courteous Cortez, but that ſcorning the ſtale Ho- 
Pur of this fo often conquer'd World, they ſought 
Maiden Glory in a new Scene of Victory? Theſe 
id a Multiplicity of other great Actions, are owing 
the immediate Thirſt and Deſire of Fame, which 
[ortals expect as the proper Price and immortal Re- 
pmpence of their great Actions. But we that are 
Phriſtian Catholick Knights-Errant muſt fix our 
lopes upon a higher Reward, plac'd in the Eternal 
nd Celeſtial Regions, where we may expect a per- 
hanent Honour and compleat Happineſs ; not like 
1 Vanity of Fame, which at beſt is but the Shadow 
& creat Actions, and muſt neceſſarily vaniſh, when 
eſtructive Time has cat away the Subſtance which 
it follow'd. So, my Sancho, ſince we expect a Chriſ- 
n Reward, we mult ſuit our Actions to the Rules 
Chriſtianity. In Giants we muſt kill Pride and Ar- 
gance: But our greateſt Foes, and whom we muſt 
biefly combat, are within. Envy we muſt over- 
me by Generoſity and Nobleneſs of Soul; Anger, 
a repos'd and eaſy Mind; Riot and Drowſineſs, 
y Vigilance and Temperance ; Laſciviouſneſs, by 
: or inviolable Fidelity to thoſe who are Miſtreſſes of 
us Thoughts ; and Sloth, by our indefatigable Pe- 
Nerinations through the Univerſe, to ſeek Occaſions 
Military, as well as Chriſtian Honours, This, 
uche, is the Road to laſting Fame, and a good and 
pnourable Renown. I underſtand paſſing well eye- 
Tittle you have ſaid, anſwer'd Sancho ; but pray 
w, Sir, will you diſſolve me of one Doubt, that's 
| come into my Head. Reſolve thou would'ſt ſay, 
pncho, reply'd Don Quixote? Well, ſpeak, and I 
ill endeavour to ſatisfy thee, Why then, quoth 
Fiche, pray tell me, theſe ſame Jah, and theſe 
keuſts, and all the reſt of the famous Knights you 
Ik of that are dead, where are they now ? Without 
ubt, anſwer' d Don * the Heathens + in 
2 ell. 
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Hell. The Chriſtians, if their Lives were anſwerabl 
to their Profeſſion, are either in Purgatory, or i 
Heaven. So far ſo good, ſaid Sancho; but pray tel 
me, the Tombs of theſe Lordlings, have they auf 
Silver Lamps ſtill burning before 'em, and are thei 
Chapel-Walls hung about with Crutches, Winding. 
ſheets, old Periwigs, Legs and Wax-Eyes, or wit 
what are they hung? The Monuments of the den 
Heathens, ſaid Don Qixate, were for the moſt Par 
ſumptuous Pieces of Architecture. The Aſhes of Ju 
lius Czjar were depolited on the Top of an Obeliſ, 
all of one Stone of a prodigious Bigneſs, which is noy 
called Aguglia di San Pietro, St. Peter's Needle. The 
Emperor Adrian's Sepulchre was a vaſt Structures 
big as an ordinary Village, and called Moles Adrian, 
and now the Caſtle of St. Angelo in Rome. Queen 4. 
temiſia buried her Huſband Mauſolus in ſo curious an! 
magnificent a Pile, that his Monument was repute! 1 
one of the ſeven Wonders of the World. But none . 
theſe, nor any other of the Heathen Sepulchres, wer f 
adorn'd with any Winding- ſheets, or other Offering, 
that might imply the Perſons interred were Saint 
Thus far we are right, quoth Sancho; now, Sir, pr F 
tell me, which is the greateſt Wonder, to raiſe a def , 
Man, or kill a Giant ? The Anſwer is obvious, fail * 
Don Quixote; to raiſe a dead Man certainly. Then. c 
Maſter, I have nick'd you, ſaith Sancho, for he that Dod 
raiſes the Dead, makes the Blind ſee, the Lame walk... 
and · the Sick healthy, who has Lamps burning NigtM 
and Day before his Sepulchre, and whoſe Chapel). 
full of Pilgrims, who adore his Relicks on their Knee 
that Man, I ſay, has more Fame in this World aufer 
7 in the next, than any of your Heatheniſh Emperot 
or Knights-Errant e'er had, or will ever have. I granWyz. 
; it, ſaid Don Quixote. Very good, quoth Sancho, IM. 
be with you anon, This Fame, theſe Gifts, thei Tj 
Rights, Privileges, and what d'ye call *em, the Boil 
al 
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Ind Relicks of theſe Saints have; ſo that by the Con- 
nt and Good-liking of our Holy Mother the Church, 
hey have their Lamps, their Lights, their Winding- 
heets, their Crutches, their Pictures, their Heads of 

air, their Legs, their Eyes, and the Lord knows 
what, by which they ſtir up People's Devotion, and 
pread their Chriſtian Fame. Kings will vouchſafe to 
arry the Bodies of Saints or their Relicks on their 

Fhoulders, they'll Kiſs you the Pieces of their Bones, 
nd ſpare no Coſt to ſet off and deck their Shrines and 

hapels. And what of all this, ſaid Don Qrivete? 

What's your Inference? Why, truly, Sir, quoth Sar- 

ho, that we turn Saints as faſt as we can, and that's 

he readieſt and cheapeſt way to get this ſame Honour 
ou talk of. T was but Yeſterday or t'other Day, or 

I can't tell when, I'm ſure *twas not long fince, that 


wo poor bare-footed Friars were Sainted; and you 
Eran't think what a Crowd of People there is to kiis 
the Iron Chains they wore about their Waſtes inſtead 


bf Girdles, to humble the Fleſh. I dare ſay, they are 


more reverenc'd than Orlando's Sword, that hangs in 
the Armory of our Sovereign Lord the King, whom 
Heaven grant long to reign ! So that for ought 1 ſee, 
better it is to be a Friar, tho? but of a beggarly Order, 
Ethan a valiant Errant Knight; and a Dozen or two 
Jof ſound Laſhes, well meant, and as well laid on, will 
obtain more of Heaven than two thouſand Thruils 
walk With a Lance; tho they be given to Giants, Dra- 
ons, or Hobgoblins. All this is very true, reply'd 
Don Quixote, but all Men cannot be Friars ; we have 


different Paths allotted us, to mount to the high Seat 
of Eternal Felicity. Chivalry is a Religious Order, 
and there are Knights in the Fraternity of Saints in 
Heaven. However, quoth Sancho, I have heard ſay, 
there are more Friars there than Knights- Errant. 
That is, ſaid Don Quixote, becauſe there is a greater 
Number of Friars than of Knights, But are there 
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not a great many Knights-Errant too? ſaid Sar, 
There are many indeed, anſwer'd Don Quixote, bu 
very few that deſerve the Name. In ſuch Diſcoutr 
as theſe, the Knight and Squire paſs'd the Night, anc 
the whole ſucceeding Day, without encountriy 
any Occaſion to ſignalize themſelves ; at which Dy 
Quixcte was very much concern'd. At laſt, toward 


_ Evening the next Day, they diſcover'd the good), 


City of 76h, which reviv'd the Knight's Spirit 
wonderfully, but had a quite contrary Effect on hi 
Squire, becauſe he did not know the Houſe. when 
Dulcinea lived, no more than his Maſter. So that tl 
one was mad till he ſaw her, and the other very me. 
lancholick and diſturb'd in Mind, becauſe he had ne. 
ver ſeen her; nor did he know what to do, ſhou't 
his Maſter ſend him to 70 However, as Der 
L:ixote would not make his Entry in the Day- time, 
they ſpent the Evening among ſome Oaks not fa 
diſtant from the Place, till the prefix'd Moment came; 
then they enter'd the City, where they met wid 
Adventures indeed, 


1 — 5 


r 4. 


That gives an Account of Things which you'll 
know when you read it. 


E fable Night had ſpun out half her Cui, 
when Don Quixote and Sancho deſcended from 


a Hill, and enter'd Toboſo, A profound Silence reign'd 
over all the Town, and all the Inhabitants were fa 
aſleep, and ſtretch'd out at their Eaſe. The Night 
was ſomewhat clear, though Sancho wiſh'd it dark, 0 
bide his Maſter's Folly and his own, Nothing dil 
turb'd the general Tranquility, but now and then tbe 
barking of Dogs, that wounded Don Puzrxete's Ears, 
but more poor Sanchs's Heart, Sometimes 2 5 
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ray'd, Hogs grunted, Cats mew'd ; which jarring 
Mixture of Sounds was not a little augmented by the 
Ptillneſs and Serenity of the Night, and fill'd the 
Senamour'd Champion's Head with a thouſand inau- 
Kpicious Chimera's, However, turning to his Squire, 
My dear Sancho, ſaid he, ſhew me the Way to Du!- 
$inea's Palace, perhaps we ſhall find her {till awake. 
Body on me, cry'd Sancho, what Palace do you mean? 
When I ſaw her Highneſs, * ſhe was in a little paltry 
Cot. Perhaps, reply'd the K night, ſhe was then retir'd 
into ſome Corner of the Palace, to divert her felt in 
private with her Damſels, as great Ladies and Prin- 
ceſſes ſometimes do. Well, Sir, ſaid Sancho, ſince 
it muſt be a Palace whether I will or no, yet can 
you think this is a Time of Night to find the Gates 
open, or a ſeaſonable Hour to thunder at the Door, 
till we raiſe the Houſe and alarm the whole Town? 
Are we going to a Bawdy-houſe, think you, like 
your Wenchers, that can rap at a Door any Hour of 
the Night, and knock People up when they liſt 2 Let 
us once find the Palace, ſaid the Knight, and then 
I' tell thee what we ought to do: But ſtay, either 
my Eyes delude me, or that lofty gloomy Structure 
which I diſcover yonder, is Dulcinea's Palace. Well, 
lead on, Sir, ſaid the Squire; and yet though I were 
to ſee it with my Eyes, and feel it with my ten Fin- 
gers, I ſhall believe it e' en as much as I believe ' tis now 
Noon- day. The Knight led on, and having rode about 
two . Paces, came at laſt to the Building which 
he took for Dulcinea's Palace; but found it to be the 
great Church of the Town, We are miſtaken, San- 
echo, ſaid he, I find this is a Church, I ſee it is, ſaid the 
Squire; and I pray the Lord we have not found our 
Graves; for 'tis a plaguy ill Sign to haunt Church- 
yards at this Time of Night, eſpecially when TI told 
you, if Tan't miſtaken, that this Lady's Houſe ſtands 
in a little blind Alley, without any Thorough-fair. A 
D 4 Curſe 
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Curſe on thy diſtemper'd Brain ! cry'd Don Pur; 
where, Blockhead, where didit thou ever fee Roy! 
Edifices and Palaces built in a blind Alley, without; 
Thorough-fair? Sir, ſaid Sancho, every Country hi 
its ſeveral Faſhions; and for ought you know, the 
may build their great Houſes and Palaces in biin 


Alleys at Tobeſo: And therefore, good your Wor. 


ſhip, let me alone to hunt up and down in what By. 
Lanes and Allies I may ſtrike into; mayhap in ſom: 


Nook or Corner we may light upon this ſame Palace: 


Wou'd Old Nick had it for me, for leading us ſuch 
Jaunt, and plaguing a body at this rate. Sancho, fai 


Don Quixote, ſpeak with greater Reſpect of my Mi- 


treſs's Concerns; be merry and wiſe, and do not 
throw the Helve after the Hatchet, Cry Mercy, Sir, 


quoth Sancho, but wou'd it not make any Mad mad, i 


to have you put me upon finding readily our Dames 
Houſe at all times, which I never ſaw but once in my 


Life? nay, and to find it at Midnight, when you vour 


ſelf can't find it, that have ſeen it a thouſand times! 


Thou wilt make me deſperately angry, faid the 
Knight: Hark you, Heretick, have J not repeatel 


it a thouſand times, that I never ſaw the peerleſs Du: 
cinea, nor ever enter*d the Portals of her Palace ; but 
that I am in Love with her purely by Hear-ſay, and 


upon the great Fame of her Beauty and rare Accom-W 
ments? I hear you ſay ſo now, quoth Sancho; and 


ſince you ſay you never ſaw her, I muſt needs tell you 
I never ſaw her neither. That's impoſſible, ſaid Don 
Quixote; at leaſt you told me you ſaw her winnowing 


Wheat, when you brought me an Anſwer to the Let: 
ter which I ſent by you. That's neither here nor 
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there, Sir, reply*'d Sancho; for to be plain with you, WW 


J faw her but by Hear-ſay too, and the Anſwer | 
brought you was by Hear-ſay as well as the reſt, and 
J know the Lady Dulcinea no more than the Man in 
the Moon. Sancho, Sancho, ſaid Don Quixote, there's 
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Time for all Things; unſeaſonable Mirth always 
turns to Sorrow, What, becauſe I declare that I 
have never ſeen nor ſpoken to the Miſtreſs of my 
Poul, is it for you to trifle and ſay ſo too, when 
you're ſo ſenſible of the contrary ? | 
Here their Diſcourſe was interrupted, a Fellow 
with two Mules happening to paſs by them, and by 
he Noiſe of the Plough which they drew along 
i gueſs'd it might be ſome Country Labourer g0- 
ing out before Day to his Huſbandry ; and ſo indeed 


+ was. He went ſinging the doleful Ditty of the 
Defeat of the French at Roncefvalles *; Ye French- 


men all muſt rue the woful Day. Let me die (ſaid 


Don Quixote, hearing what the Fellow ſung) it we 


have any good Succeſs to Night; doſt thou hear what 


bis Peaſant ſings, Sancho? Ay marry do I, quoth 


the Squire; but what's the Rout at Ronceſvalles to 
I's? it concerns us no more than if he had ſung the 
Ballad of Colly my Cow ; we ſhall ſpeed neither the 
better nor the worſe for it. By this Time the Plough- 
man being come up to them; Grood-morrow, honeſt 

Friend, cry'd Don Quiæote to him; pray can you in- 
Worm me which is the Palace of the peerleſs Princeſs, 
the Lady Dulciuca del Tobsfo Sir, faid the Fellow, 
am a Stranger, and but lately come into this Town ; 
Im Ploughman to a rich Farmer: But here, right 


they're the likelieſt to give you ſome Account of that 


own, though I fancy there's no Princeſs at all lives 
Pere; there be indeed a power of Gentle-folk, and each 
t them may be a Princeſs in her own Houſe for ought 


know. Perhaps, Friend, ſaid Don Quixote, we ſhall 
End the Lady for whom I enquire among thoſe, Why 


De Battle of Roneeſvalles is a doliſul melancholy Song 
iK our Chevy-Chaſe, which is the Reaſon why it is lo 
ou as Qminous, by ſupcrſtitious Pecple. 


prer-againſt you, lives the Curate and the Sexton, 


Lady-Princeſs, as having a Liſt of all the Folks in 


D 5 truly 
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truly Maſter, anſwer'd the Ploughman, as you ſay, iſ ; 


ſuch a Thing may be, and ſo ſpeed you well ! Tu 
Break of Day. With. that, ſwitching his Mules, he 
ſtay'd.for-no more Queſtions. 7 

Sancho perceiving his Maſter. in Suſpence, and not 
very welll ſatisfy'd; Sir, ſaid he, the Day comes on 
apace, and I think *twill not be very handſome for us 


to ſtay to be ſtar'd at, and fit ſunning our ſelves in the + 


Street. We had better ſlip out of Town again, and 
betake our ſelves to ſome Wood hard by, and then I 
will come back, and ſearch every Hole and Corner in 
"Town for this ſame Houſe, Caſtle, or Palace of my 
Lady's, and *twill go hard if I don't find it out at long 
run; then will I talk.to her Highneſs, and tell her 
how you do, and how L left. you hard by, waiting her 
Orders and Inſtructions about talking with her in pri- 
vate, without bringing her Name in queſtion. Dear 
Sancho, ſaid the Knight, thou haſt ſpoke. and included 
a thouſand Sentences in the Compaſs of a few Words; 
I. approve, and lovingly accept thy Advice. Come, 
my Child, let us go, and in ſome neighbouring Grove 
find out a convenient Retreat; then, as thou ſay'ſt, 
thou ſhalt return to ſeek, to ſec, and to deliver my Ea. 
baſſy to my Lady, from whoſe Diſcretion and mol 
courteous Mind I hope for a thouſand Favours, that 
may be counted more.than wonderful. Sancho ſat up- 
on Thorns till he had got his Maſter. out of. Town, 
leſt he ſhou'd diſcover the Falſhood of the Account he 
brought him in Sierra Morena, of Dulcinea*s anſwer- 
ing his Letter; So haſt'ning to be gone, they were 
preſently got two Miles from the Town into a W ood, 
where Don Quixote took Covert, and. Sancho was dil- 
patch'd to Dulcinea. In which Negotiation ſome Ac- 


cidents fell. out, that require new Attention and a 
freſh Belief. 
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EZ Chapter, ſays he would willingly have left 'em bu- 
tied in Oblivion, in a manner deſpairing of his Rea- 
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CH AF. 2A; 


How Sancho cunningly found out a Way to in- 
chant the Lady Dulcinea; with other Paſſages 
no leſs certain than ridiculous. 


HE Author of this important Hiſtory being 
come to the Matters which he relates in this 


der's Belief: For Don Quixote's Madneſs flies here to 
ſo extravagant a Pitch, that it may be ſaid to have 


out- ſtripp'd, by two Bow-ſhots, all imaginable Cre- 


* 
* 


4 
| 


dulity. However, notwithſtanding this Miſtruſt, he 
has ſet down every Particular, juſt as the fame was 


tranſacted, without adding or diminiſhing the leaſt A- 


: 


tom of Truth through the whole Hiſtory ; not va- 
luing in the leaſt ſuch Objections as may be rais'd to 


| impeach him of Breach of Veracity, A Proceeding 
which ought to be commended ; for Truth indeed 


© rather alleviates than hurts, . and will always bear up 
! againſt Falſhood, as Oil does above Water. And 


ſo continuing his Narration, he tells us, That when 


Don Quixote was retir'd into the Wood or Foreſt, or 


rather into the Grove of Oaks near the Grand Toloſo, 
be order'd Sancho to go back to the City, and not to 
return to his Preſence till he had had Audience of his 
Lady; beſeeching her that it might pleaſe her to be 
ſcen by her captive Knight, and vouchſafe to beſtow 
der Benediction on him, that by the Virtue of that 
| Bleſſing he might hope for a proſperous Event in all 
| his Onſets and perilous Attempts and Adventures, 
| Sancho undertook the Charge, engaging him as ſuc- 
| ceſsful a Return of this as of his former Meſflage. 


Go then, Child, ſaid the Knight, and have a care 


of being daunted when thou approacheſt the Beams 
of that refulgent Sun of Beauty, Happy, thou, above 
| all 
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all the Squires of the Univerſe ! Obſerve and en- 
grave in thy Memory the Manner of thy Reception; 
mark whether her Colour changes upon the Deliver 
of thy Commiſſion; whether her Looks betray any 
Emotion or Concern when ſhe hears my Name; 
whether ſhe does not ſeem to {it on her Cuſhion 
with a ſtrange Uneaſineſs, in caſe thou happen'lt to 
find her ſeated on the pompous Throne of her Autho. 
rity. And if ſhe be ſtanding, mind whether ſhe ſtand; 
ſometimes upon one Leg, and ſometimes on another; 
whether ſhe repeats three or four times the Anſwer 
which the gives thee, or changes it from kind to cruel, 
and then again from cruel to kind ; whether ſhe doe; 
not ſeem to adjuſt her Hair, though every Lock ap- 
pears in perfect Order, In ſhort, obſerve all her Ac- 
tions, every Motion, every Geſture; for by the accu- 
rate Relation which thou giv'ſt of theſe things, I ſhall 
divine the Secrets of her Breaſt, and draw juſt Infe- 
rences in relation to my Amour. For J muſt tell thee, 
Sancho, if thou doſt not know it already, that the 
outward Motions of Lovers are the ſureſt Indications 
of their inward Affections, they are the moſt faithful 
Intelligencers in an amorous Negociation, Go then, 
my trulty Squire, thy own better Stars, not mine, at- 
tend thee ; and meet with a more proſperous Event, 
than that which in this doleful Deſart, toſs'd between 
Hopes and Fears, I dare expect. I'Il go, Sir, quoth 
Sancho, and I'll be back in a trice: Mean while 
cheer up, I beſcech you; come Sir, comfort that lit- 
tle Heart of yours, no bigger than a Hazle-Nut ! Don't 
be caſt down, I fay ; remember the old Saying, Fant 
Heart neer won fair Lady: Where there's no Hook, 
to be ſure there will hang no Bacon: The Hare leays 
out of the Buſh where we leaſt look for her. I ſpeak 
this, to give you to underſtand, that though we could 
not find my Lady's Caſtle in the Night, I may light 
on it when I leaſt think on it now ' tis Day; and when 
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. have found it, let me alone to deal with her, Well, 
: WT Sancho, faid the Knight, thou haſt a rare Talent in 
applying thyProverbs ; Heaven give thee better Succeſs 
in thy Deſigns ! This ſaid, Sancho turn'd his Back, 
and ſwitching his Dapple, left the Don on Horſeback, 
leaning on his Lance, and reſting on his Stirrups, 
full of melancholy and confus'd Imaginations. Let us 
). leave him too, to go along with Sancho, who was no 


r nn 


of the Grove, but turning about, and perceiving his 
et Maſter quite out of Sight, he diſmounted, and laying 
|, himſelf down at the Foot of a Tree, thus began to 
& hold a Parley with himſelf. Friend Sancho, quoth he, 
pray let meaſk you whither your Worſhip is a going? 
0 Is it to ſeek ſome Aſs you have loſt? No by my 
u- Troth, What is't then thou art hunting after? Why 


all I am looking, you muſt know, for a thing of nothing, 
e- only a Princeſs, and in her the Sun of Beauty, for- 
e, ſooth, and all Heaven together. Well, and where 


he doſt thou think to find all this, Friend of mine ? 
ns Where! why in the great City of Tobo/o. And pray, 


ful Sir, who ſet you to work? Who ſet me tq work! 
n, There's a Queſtion ! Why, who but the moſt re- 
t- nowned Don Quixote de la Mancha, he that rights the 


it, Wrong'd, that gives Drink to the Hungry, and Meat 
c | to thoſe that are a Dry. Very good, Sir, but pray 
doſt know where ſhe lives? Not I, efackins! but my 
| Maſter ſays *tis ſomewhere in a King's Palace, or 
ſtately Caſtle. And haſt thou ever ſeen her trow ? 
No marry han't I: Why, my Maſter himſelf nc'er ſat 
Eyes on her in his Life, But tell me, Sancho, what if 
| the People of Toboſo ſhould know that you are come 
to inviegle their Princeſſes, and make their Ladies run 
aſtray, and ſhould baſte your Carcaſe handſomely, and 
leave you ne'er a found Rib, do you not think they 
would be mightily in the Right on't ? Why, troth, 
they would not be much in the wrong; tho' methinks 


they 


o_ , leſs uneaſy in his Mind. No ſooner was he got out 
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they ſhould conſider too, that I am but a Servant, anf 
ſent on another body's Errand, and fo I am not at al 
in Fault, Nay, never truſt to that, Sancho, for your 
People of la Mancha, are plaguy hot and toucheous, 
and will endure no Tricks to be put upon em: Body 
of me! if they but ſmoke thee, they'll mal thee after 
a ſtrange rate. No, no, fore-warn'd fore-armed : Why 
do I go about to look for more Feet than a Cat has, 
for another Man's Maggot! Beſides, when all's done, 
I may perhaps as well look for a Needle in a Bottle f 
Hay, or for a Scholar at Salamanca, as for Dulcinea 
all over the Town of Tobo/o. Well, *tis the Devil, and 
nothing but the Devil, has put me upon this trouble- 
fome Piece of Work. This was the Dialogue Sanche 
had with himſelf; and the Conſequence of it was the 
following Soliloquy, Well, there's a Remedy for all 
things but Death, which will be ſure to lay us flat one 
time or other. This Maſter of mine, by a thouſand 
Tokens J ha? feen, is a downright Madman, and! 
think I come within an Inch of him; nay, I am the 

eateſt Cod's-head of the Two, to ſerve and follow 

im as I do, if the Proverb ben't a Lyar, Shew me 
thy Company, III tell thee what thou art; and tother 
old Saw, Birds of a Feather flock together. Now 
then my Maſter being mad, and ſo very mad as to 
miſtake ſometimes one thing for another, Black for 
White, and White for Black ; as when he took the 
Wind-Mills for Giants, the Friar's Mules for Dro— 
medaries, and the Flocks of Sheep for Armies, and 
much more to the ſame Tune; I gueſs *twill be no 
hard matter to paſs upon him the firſt Country- Wench 
I ſhall meet with, for the Lady Dulcinea. If he won't 
believe it, Fll fwear it; if he ſwear again, I'Il out- 
ſwear him; and if he be poſitive, I'll be more poſi- 
tive than he; and ſtand to't, and out- face him in't, 
come what will on't: So that when he finds I won't 
flinch, he'll either reſolve never to ſend me more In 
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© his ſleeveleſs Errands, ſeeing what a lame Account I 
bring him, or he'll think ſome one of thoſe wicked 
Wizards, who, he ſays, owes him a Grudge, has 
| tranſmogrify'd her into ſome other Shape out of ſpite. 
This happy Contrivance help'd to compoſe Sancho's 


J 
L 


Mind, and now he look'd on his grand Affair to be 


zs good as done. Having therefore ſtaid till the Even- 
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ing, that his Maſter might think he had employ'd 
ſo much Time in going and coming, things fell out 
very luckily for him; for as he aroſe to mount his 


Dapple, he ſpy'd three Country- Wenches coming 


towards him from Toboſo, upon three young Aſſes ; 
whether Male or Female, the Author has left unde- 
termined, tho' we may reaſonably ſuppoſe they were 
She-Aſſes, fuch being moſt frequently us'd to ride on 
dy Country-Laſſes in thoſe Parts. But this being no 
very material Circumſtance, we need not dwell any 
longer upon the. Deciſion of that Point. Tis ſufficient 


they were Aſſes, and diſcover'd by Sancho; who there- 


upon made all the haſte he could to pet to his Maſter, 


and found: him breathing out a Thouſand Sighs and 


* amorous Lamentations. Well, my Sancho, ſaid the 


Knight immediately upon his Approach, what News? 


Are we to mark this Day weith a white ora black Stone? 
> Ev'n mark it rather with Red Oker, anſwer'd San- 
* cho, as they do Church-Chairs, that every body may 
* know who they belong to. Why then, faid Don 
Quixote, I ſuppoſe thou bringeſt good News. Ay, 
marry do I, quoth Sancho, you have no more to do 


but to clap Spurs to Rozinante, and get into the open 


Fields, and you'll ſee my Lady Dulcinea ałl Toboſa, 
| with a Brace of her Damſels, coming to ſee your 


Worſhip. Bleſſed Heaven ! cry'd Don Quixote, what 
art thou ſaying, my dear. Sancho? Take heed, and do 


not preſume to beguile my real Grief with a deluſive 


Joy. Adſookers! Sir, ſaid Sancho, what ſhou'd JI get 


by putting a Trick upon you, and being found out the 


next 


* 
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next Moment? Seeing is believing all the World over. 
Come, Sir, put on, put on, and you'll ſee our Lad 

Princeſs coming, dreſs'd up and bedeck'd like her own 
ſweet ſelf indeed. Her Dainſels and the are all one 
Spark of Gold; all Pearls, all Diamonds, all Rubies, 
al Cloth of Gold above ten Inches high, "Their Hair 
ſpread over their Shoulders like ſo many Sun-beams, 


and dangling and dancing in the Wind; and what's. 


more, they ride upon three Flea- bitten gambling 
Hags; there's not a Piece of Horſe-fleſh can match 
'em in three Kingdoms. Ambling Nags thou meaneſt, 
Sancho, ſaid Don Puixete, Gambling Hags or Am- 
bling Nags, quoth Saucho, there's no ſuch Difference 
methinks; but be they what they will, Im ſure, I 
ne*er ſat Eyes on finer Creatures than thoſe that ride 
upon their Backs, eſpecially my Lady Dulcinea; 
*twould make one ſwoon away but to look upon her. 
Let us move then, my Sancho, ſaid Don Qulixete; 
and as a Gratification for theſe unexpected happy Ti- 
dings, I freely beſtow on thee the beſt Spoils the next 
Adventure we meet with ſhall afford; and if that con- 
tent thee not, take the Colts which my three Mares 
thou know'it of, are now ready to foal on our Town- 
Common. Thank you for the Colts, ſaid Sanchs ; 
but as for the Spoils, I am not ſure they*Il be worth 
any thing. They were now got out of the W ood, and 
diloover d the three Country-Laſſes at a ſmall Di 
ſtance. Don Quixote caſting his Eyes towards 755, 
and ſeeing no body on the Road but the three Wen- 
ches, was ftrangely troublcd in Mind, and turning to 
Sancho, aſk'd him whether the Princeſs and her Dam- 
ſels were come out of the City when he left *em? Out 
of the City cry'd Sancho! Why where are your Eyes? 
Are they in your Heels, in the Name of Wonder, 
that you can't ſee *em coming towards us, ſhining as 
bright as the Sun at Noon Day? I ſee nothing, re- 
turn'd Don Quixote, but three Wenches upon as ma- 
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ny Aſſes. Now Heaven deliver me from the Devil, 
r, quoch Sancho! Ist poſſible your Worſhip ſhow'd miſ- 
axe Three what d'ye-call-ems, Three Ambling Nags 
n I mean, as white as driven Snow, for Three ragged 
de 7 Aſ-Colts! Body of me! I'll &en peel off my Beard 
by the Roots an't be ſo. Take it from me, Friend 
ir Sancho, ſaid the Knight, they are either He or She- 
„ Aſſes, as ſure as I am Don Ouizete, and thou Sancho 
5 Pana; at leaſt, they appear to be ſuch, Come Sir, 
g quoth the Squire, don't talk at that rate, but ſnuff 


h your Eyes, and go pay your Homage to the Miſtreſs 
t, of your Soul; for ſhe's near at hand; and fo ſaying, 
Sancho haſtens up to the three Country Wenches, and 
ce alighting from Dapple, took hold of one of the Aſſes 
I IF by the Halter, and falling on his Knees, Queen, and 


le Princeſs, and Dutcheſs of Beauty, quoth he, an't 
pleaſe your Haughtineſs, and Greatneſs, vouchſafe to 
r, take into your good Grace and Liking, yonder Knight, 
*;3 I: your Priſoner and Captive, who's turn'd of a ſudden 
into cold Marble-Stone, and ſtruck all of a heap, to 
xt I ſee himſelf before your High and Mightineſs. I am 
n- Þ* Sancho Panga, his Squire, and he himſelf the wan- 
es d'ring Weather-beaten Knight, Don Quixote de la 
n- Mancha, otherwiſe call'd the Knight of the Woful 
; Figure. By this time, Don Quixote having plac'd 
tn himſelf down on his Knees by Sancho, gaz'd with du- 


8 


nd bious and diſconſolate Eyes on the Creature, whom 
Sancho call'd Queen and Lady; and perceiving her 
„ do be no more than a plain Country-Wench, ſo far 
from being well-favour'd that ſhe was blubber-cheek'd, 
to and flat-nos'd, he was loſt in Aſtoniſhment, and cou'd 
1- © not utter one Word. On the other fide, the Wenches 
ut WW were no leſs ſurpriz'd, to fee themſelves ſtopp'd by 
s? two Men in ſuch different Out-fides, and on their 


r, WW Knees. But at laſt ſhe whoſe Aſs was held by Sancho 
took Courage, and broke Silence in an angry Tone. 
Come, cry'd ſhe, get out of our way with a Murrain, 
and let us go about our Buſineſs ; for we are in haſte. 


O 
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O Princeſs! and Univerſal Lady of Toboſo, anſwer' 
Sancho, why does not that great Heart of yours meh, 
to ſee the Poſt and Pillar of Knight-Errantry fa! 
down before your high and mighty Preſence ! Hey. 
day, (quoth another of” the Females, hearing this 
What's here to do! Look how your ſmall Gentry 
come to jeer and flout poor Country Girls, as if we 
could not give 'em as good as they bring. Go, get 
about your Buſineſs, and let us go about ours, and 
ſpecd you well. Riſe, Sancho, ſaid Don Quixote, hear 
ing this, for I am now convinc'd, that my malicious {7 
Stars, not yet ſatisfy*d with my paſt Misfortunes, til 
{hed their baleful Influence, and have barr'd all the 
Paſſages that could convey Relief to my miſerable 
Soul, in this frail Habitation of Animated Clay. O 
thou Extremity of all that's valuable, Maſter-piece 
of all human Perfection, and only Comfort of this 
afflicted Heart, thy adorer ; though now a ſpiteful In- 
chanter perſecutes me, and faſcinates my Sight, hid- 
ing with Miſts and Cataracts from me, and me alone, 
thoſe Peerleſs Beauties under the foul Diſguife of ruf- 
tick Deformity, if he has not transform'd thy faithful 
Knight into — ugly Shape to make me loathſome 
to thy Sight, look on me with a ſmiling amorous Eye; 
and in the Submiſſion and Genuflexion which ] pay 
| to thy Beauty, even under the fatal Cloud that ob- 
| ſcures it, read the Humility with which my Soul a- 
dores thee. Tittle-tattle, quoth the Country-Wench, 
Spare your Breath to cool your Porridge, and rid me 
of your idle Gibberiſn. Get you on, Nie, and let us 
go; and we ſhall think it a Kindneſs. This ſaid, San- 
cho made way for her, and let her paſs, over-joy*d his 
Plot had ſucceeded ſo well. The imaginary Dulcinea 
| was not ſooner at Liberty, but punching ber Aſs with 
| the End of a Staff which ſhe had in her Hand, ſhe be- 
gan-to ſcour eng the Plain: But the angry Beall 

not being usꝰd to ſuch ſmart Inſtigations, fell a kick- 

ing and wincing a ſuch a rate, that down as a 

J 


* —_ * =. as 


* al AE IA i HE on SS 


" vw - —_ * PRC 
Wy A IT Io. 3 


of the Renown'd Don Quixote. 91 


Lady Dulcinea. Preſently Don Quixote ran to help 
her up, and Sancho to re- ſettle and gird her Pack- Sad- 
dle, that hung under the Aſs's Belly, Which being 
done, the Knight very courteouſly was going to take 
his Inchanted Miſtreſs in his Arms, to fet her on 
her Saddle; but ſhe being now got on her Legs, 
took a run, and clapping her Hands upon the AR; 


Crupper, at one Jump leap'd into her Pannel, as ſwift 
as a Hawk, and there ſhe ſate with her Legs aſtride like 


2 Man, By the Lord Harry / quoth Sancho, our Lady 


> Miſtreſs is as nimble as an Eel. Let me be hang'd, if 


I don't think ſhe might teach the beſt Jocky in Cor- 
* dra or Mexico, tomounta Horſe- back. At one Jump 
' ſhe was vaulted into the Saddle, and, without Spurs, 
makes her Nag ſmoke it away like a Greyhound; 


ker Damſels are notable Whipſters too; adad! they 


don't come much ſhort of her, for they fly like the 
Wind. Indeed, he ſaid true, for when Dulcinea was 
was once mounted, they all made after her full ſpeed, 


without ſo much as looking behind em for above half 
” aLeague. Don Quixote follow'd *em as far as he cou'd 


with his Eyes; and when they were quite out of Sight, 
turning to his Squire, Now Sancho, faith he, What 
thinkeſt thou of this Matter? Are not theſe baſe In- 


; chanters Inexorable ; How extenſive is their Spite, 


thus to deprive me of the Happineſs of ſeeing the Ob- 


ject of my Wiſhes in her natural Shape and Glory. 


Sure I was doom'd to be an Example of Misfortunes, 
and the Mark againſt which thoſe Caitiffs are employ'd 
toſhoot all the Arrows of their Hatred, Note, San- 
cha, that theſe Fraytors were not content to turn and 
transform my Dulcinea, but they muſt do it into the 


vile and deform'd Reſemblance of that Country- 
+ Wench ; nay, they even took from her that 


| ſweet Scent of flagrant Flowers and Amber, thoſe 
| zrateful Odours, ſo eſſential to Ladies of her Rank; 
tor, ta tell the Truth, when I went to help her * 
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her Nag, as thou call'ſt it, (for to me it ſeem*d nothing 
but an Aſs) ſuch a Whiff, ſuch a rank Hogo of ray 
Garlick invaded my Noftrils, as had like to have over- 
come me, and put me into a Convulſton, O ye vile 
Wretches, cry'd Sancho! O ye wicked and ill- minded 
Inchanteis: O that I might but once ſee the whole 
Neſt of ye threaded together on one String, and hung 
up a ſmoaking by the Gills like ſo many Pzlchard; ! 
You know a deal, you can do a deal, and you make 
a deal of Miſchief, One would have thought you 
might have been contented, like a Pack of Rogue 
as you are, with having chang'd the Pearls of my 
Lady's Eyes into Gall-nuts, and her moſt pure Gol- 
den Locks into a Red Cow's Tail; but you mutt 
be meddling with her Breath, by which we might 
have gueſs'd what lay hid under that coarſe Diſguiſe; 
though for my Part I muſt needs own, ſhe did not :p- 
pear to be Deform'd at all, but rather Fair and Bezu- 
tiful ; by the ſame Token that ſhe had a Mole on the 
Side of the Upper Lip, like a Whiſker, whence 
ſprouted Seven or Eight red Hairs, each about a Span 
in Length, looking like ſo many Threads of Gold 
Wire. As the Moles on the Body, ſaid Don Quixole, 
are generally anſwerable to thoſe on the Face, Dl 
cinea ſhould have ſuch another Mole on the Brawn of 
her Thigh, oppoſite to that Side of her Face where that 
Beauty -ſpot is ſeated: But methinks, Sancho, the 
Hairs thou talkeſt of, are of a Length ſomewhat ex- 
traordinary for Moles. That's neither here nor there, 
ew Sancho; there they were Pl aſſure you, and 
they look'd too as if ſhe had brought 'em with her 
into the World, That I believe, ſaid Don Quixote, 
for every Part of Dulcinea muſt be naturally perfect 
and compleat; ſo that though a hundred Moles were 
ſcatter'd over her fair Outſide, and as conſpicuous 
too as that which thou didſt ſee, they would be no 
Deformities in her; but ſo many Moons and Stars, 
an 
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s K adnitional Luſtre to her Beauty, But tell me San- 
cho, that Saddle which appear'd to me to be the Pan- 
nel of an Aſs, was it a Pillion or Side-Saddle ? It was 


7 a Pad-Saddle, anſwer'd Sancho, with a Field-cover- 


ing, and ſo rich that it might purchaſe half a King- 
dom. And could not I ſee all this, cry'd Don Quix- 
e? Well, I have ſaid it, and muſt repeat it a thou- 
* {and times, I am the moſt unfortunate Man in the 
Univerſe. The cunning Rogue of a Squire, hearing 
his Maſter talk at that rate, could hardly keep his 
' Countenance, and refrain from laughing, to ſee how 
admirably he had fool'd him. At laſt, after a great 
deal of Diſcourſe of the ſame Nature they both mount. 
ed again, and took the Road for Saragoſſa, deſigning 
to be preſent at the moſt celebrated Feſtivals and 
Sports that are ſolemnized every Vear in that noble 


City. But they met with many Accidents by the 


Way, and thoſe ſo extraordinary, and worthy the 
Reader's Information, that they muſt not be paſs'd 


over unrecorded nor unread; as ſhall appear from 
what follows, 


C H A P. XI. 


b Of the Stupendous Adventure that befel the Va- 


lorous Don Quixote, which the Chariot or Cart 
of the Court or Parliament of Death. 


ON Quixote rode on very melancholick ; the 
Malice of the Magicians, in transforming his 
ady Dulcinea, perplex'd him ſtrangely, and ſet his 


| Thoughts upon the Rack, how to diſſolve the In- 
chantment, and reſtore her to her former Beauty. In 


this diſconſolate Condition, he went on abandon'd to 


| Diſtration, careleſly giving Rozinante the Reins: 


And the Horſe finding himſelf at Liberty, and Tee: 
| c 
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ed by the Goodneſs of the Graſs, took the Opportu- 
nity to feed very heartily. Which Sancho perceiving, 
Sir, (ſaid he, rouz ing him from his waking Dream) 
Sorrow was never defign'd for Beaſts, but Men ; but 
yet let me tell you, if Men give way to't too much, 
they make Beaſts of themſelves. Come, Sir, awake, 
awake by any means, pull up the Reins, and ride like 
a Man; cheer up, and ſhew yourſelf a KEnight-Er- 
rant. What the Devil ails you? Was ever a Man ſo 
mop' d? Are we here, or are we in France, as the 
Saying is? Let all the Dulcineas in the World be 
doom d to the Pit of Hell, rather than one ſingle 
Knight-Errant be caſt down at this rate, Hold, Sau- 
cho, cry'd Don Quixote, with more Spirit than one 
would have expected; hold, I ſay; not a blaſphemous 
Word againſt that beauteous inchanted Lady ; for all 
her Misfortunes are chargeable on the unhappy Don 
Quixote, and flow from the Envy which thoſe Necro- 
mancers bear to me. So ſay I, Sir, reply'd the Squire; 
for would it not vex any one that had . her beſore, 
to ſee her now as you ſaw her? Ah, Sancho, ſaid the 
Knight, thy Eyes were bleſs'd with a View of her Per- 
fections in their entire Luſtre, thou haſt Reaſon to 
ſay ſo. Againſt Me, againſt My Eyes only is the Ma- 
lice of her Transformation directed. But now I think 
on't, Sancho, thy Deſcription of her Beauty was a 
little abſurd in that Particular, of comparing her 
Eyes to Pearls.; ſure ſuch Eyes are more like thoſe oi 
a Whiting or a Sea-Bream, than thoſe of a fair La- 
dy; and in my Opinion, Dulcinea's Eyes are rather 
like two verdant Emeralds rail'd in with two Ce- 
leſtial Arches, which ſignify her Eye-brows, There- 
fore, Sancho, you muſt take your Pearls from her 
Eyes, and ack 'em to her Teeth, for I veril 7 believe 
you miſtook the one for the other. Troth! Sir, it 
might be ſo, reply'd Sancho, for her Beauty confound- 
ed me, as much as her Uglineſs did you. But - us 

| cave 


ove all to Heaven, that knows all things that befal 
uu in this Vale of Miſery, this wicked troubleſome 
Vorld, where we can be ſure of nothing without 
ſome Spice of Knavery o: Impoſture. In the mean time, 
there's a thing comes into my Head that puzzles me 
plaguily. Pray, Sir, when you get the better of any 
Giant or Knight, and ſend 'em to pay Homage to 
the Beauty of your Lady and Miſtreſs, how the De- 
vil will the poor Knight or Giant be able to find this 
ame Dulcinea. I can't but think how they'll be to 
ſeek, how they'll ſaunter about, gaping and ſtaring 
all over Tahoſo Town, and if they ſhould meet her 
full butt in the Middle of the King's Highway, yet 
they'll know her no more than they knew the Father 
that begot me. Perhaps, Sancho, anſwer'd Don Quix- 
*. the Force of her Inchantment does not extend ſo 
„r as to debar Vanquiſh'd. Knights and Giants from 


ue Privilege of ſeeing her in her unclouded Beauties; 
: I will try the Experiment on the firſt I conquer, and 
vill command them to return immediately to me, to 
— inform me of their Succeſs, I like what you ſay main 
ny well, quoth.Sancho; we may chance to find out the 
% Uuth by this means; and if ſo be my Lady is only 
„id from your Worſhip, ſhe has not ſo much Reaſon 


complain as you may have; but when all comes 
1 . | 
to all, ſo our Miſtreſs be ſafe and ſound, let us make 


2 the beſt of a bad Market, and e'en go ſeek Adventures, 
of The reſt we'll leave to Time, which is the beſt Doc- 


tor in ſuch Caſes, nay, in worſe Diſeaſes, Don Quix- 
ſte was going to return an Anſwer, but was interrupt- 
td by a Cart that was croſſing the Road. He that 
rove it was a hideous Devil, and the Cart being open, 
ithout either Tilt or Boughs, expos'd a Parcel of 


= the moſt ſurprizing and different Shapes imaginable. 
t he firſt Figure that appear'd to Don Suixote, was 
d- leſs than Death itſelf, though with a human Coun- 


enance; on the one Side of Death ſtood an Angel 
with 
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with large Wings of different Colours; on the other 
Side was plac'd an Emperor with a Crown that ſecm'1 
to be of Gold ; at the Feet of Death lay Cupid with 
his Bow, Quiver, and Arrows, but not blind-foll, 
Next to theſe a Knight appear'd compleatly arm 
except his Head, on which, inſtead of a Helmet, he 
wore a Hat; whereon was mounted a large Plume of 
Party-colour'd Feathers, There were alfo ſeveral 
other Perſons in ſtrange and various Dreſſes. This 
ſtrange Appearance at firſt ſomewhat ſurpriz'd Don 
Quixote, and frighted the poor Squire out of his Wits; 
but preſently the Knight clear'd upon ſecond Thoughts, 
imagining it ſome rare and hazardous Adventure that WC 
call'd on his Courage. Pleas'd with this Conceit, and WC 
arm'd with a Reſolution able to confront any Danger, We: 
he plac'd himſelf in the Middle of the Road, and with . 
a loud and menacing Voice, You Carter, Coachman, W&: 
or Devil, cry'd he, or whatever you be, let me know Wi 
immediately whence you come, and whither you go, With 
and what ſtrange Figures are thoſe which load that bf 
Carriage, which by the Freight rather ſeems to be Wo 
Charon's Boat, than any terreſtrial Vehicle. Sir, an- 
ſwer'd the Devil very civilly, ſtopping his Cart, we 

are ſtrolling Players, that belong to Anguls's Compa- 
ny, and it being Corpus- Chri/ti-Tide, we have this Wn 
Morning acted a Tragedy, call'd The Parliament f Wn: 
Death, in a Town yonder behind the Mountain, and We 
this Afternoon we are to play it again in the Town Wo 
you ſee before us, which being ſo near, we travel to 

it in the ſame Cloaths we act in, to ſave the Trouble 
of new dreſſing ourſelves. That young Man plays Ne. 
Death; that other an Angel: This Woman, Sir, r 


our Poet's Bedfellow, plays the Queen; there is one 

acts a Soldier; he next to him an Emperor; and | 

myſelf play the Devil; and you muſt know, the De- 

vil is the beſt Part in the Play. If you deſire to be ſa- 

tisfy*d in any thing elſe, do but aſk and I' reſolve Ba 
You; 
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ou, for the Devil knows every thing Now by the 
( aith of my Function, ſaid Don Quixote, I find we 
 WE&ught not to give Credit to Appearances, before we 
| ave made the Experiment of feeling them; for at 
ie Diſcovery of ſuch a Scene, I would have ſworn 
e Wome ſtrange Adventure had been approaching. I 
in you well good People; drive on to act your 
Pay, and if I can be ſerviceable to you in any Parti- 


Tular, believe me ready to aſſiſt you with all my 
Heart ; for in my very Childhood J lov'd Shows, and 
Have been a great Admirer of Dramatick Repreſen— 
tions from my youthful Days. During this friendly 
Converſation, it unluckily fell out, that one of the 
Company antickly dreſs'd, being the Fool of the Play, 
came up friſking with his Morrice Bells, and three 
Full blown Cow's Bladders faſten'd to the End of a 
tick, In this odd Appearance he began to flouriſh 
is Stick in the Air, and bounce his Bladders againſt 
the Ground juſt at Rozinante's Noſe. I he Jingling 
f the Bells, and the rattling Noiſe of th: Bladders 
Wo ſtartl'd and affrighted the quiet Creature, that 
Don Quixote could not hold him in; and having got 
Ec Curb betwixt his Teeth, away the Horſe hurried 
His unwilling Rider up and down the Plain, with 
more Swiftneſs than his feeble Bones ſeemed to pro- 
miſe. Sancho conſidering the Danger of his Maſter's 
peing thrown, preſently alighted, and ran as faſt he 
rou'd to his A ſliſtance; but before he cou'd come up 
to him, Rozinante had made a falſe Step, and laid his 
Maſter and himſelf on the Ground; which was in- 
Weed the common End of Rozinante's mad Tricks and 
preſumptuous Racing. On the other Side, the Fool 
no ſooner ſaw Sancho ſlide off to help his Maſter, but 
e leap'd upon poor Dapple, and rattling his Bladders 
dver the terrify'd Animal's Head, made him fly thro? 
the Field towards the Town where they were to Play. 
bancho beheld his Maſter's Fall, and his Aſs's Flight 
Vo I. III, 3 at 


#* 


| 


You nec not be in ſuch haſte now, quoth Sand 


now came himſelf running back to his Maſter. 


panions, though it were the Emperor himſelf. 


Murders, yet ſcape the Gallows. You muſt kno 
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at the ſame time, and ſtood ſtrangely divided in hin 
ſelf, not knowing which to aſſiſt firſt, his Maſtery 
his Beaſt, At length the Duty of a good Servant and 
faithful Squire prevailing, he ran to his Maſter, thy 
every obſtreperous Bounce with the Bladders upy 
Dapple's Hind- quarters, ſtruck him to the very Soul 
and he could have wiſh'd every Blow upon his on 
Eye- Balls, rather than on the leaſt Hair of his Af 
#- all In this Agony of Spirits, he came to Don H 
ote, whom he found in far worſe Circumſtances thu 
the poor Knight could have wiſh'd ; and helping ha 
to remount; O! Sir, cry'd he, the Devil is run 
way with Dapple. What Devil, aſk'd Don Qui, 
The Devil with the Bladders, anfwer'd Sancho, Ni 
matter, ſaid Don Quixote, I'Il force the the Tray 
to reſtore him, though he were to lock him up in t 
moſt profound and gloomy Caverns of Hell, Follay 
me, Sancho; We may eaſily overtake the Wagga 
and the Mules ſhall atone for the Loſs of the Af 


for I perceive the Devil has left Dapple already, a 
is gone his ways. What Sancho ſaid was true, f 
both Aſs and Devil tumbled for Company, in Imit 
tion of Don Quixote and Rozinante ; and Dafpple h 
ving left his new Rider to walk on foot to the 1 owl 


this, ſaid Don Quixote, ſhall not hinder me fr 
revenging the Afﬀront put upon us by that un 
nerly Devil, at the Expence of ſome of his Cony 


ood your Worſhip |! or Sancho, never mind i 

beſeech you take my Counſel, Sir; never med 
with Players, there's never any thing to be got by! 
they are a Sort of People that whe bo find a mil 
Friends. I have known one of em nh en up for 


that as they are a Parcel of merry Wag wm mak 
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© Sport where-ever they come, every (dy is fond of 
em, and is ready to ſtand their Friend, eſpecially if 

they be the King's Players, or ſome of the noted 
* Gangs, whogo at ſuch a tearing Rate, that one might 
* miſtake ſome of 'em for Gentlemen or Lords. I care 
not, ſaid Don Quixote, tho? all Mankind unite to aſ- 
* {iſt em, that buftooning Devil ſhall never *ſcape un- 
| puniſh'd, to make his Boaſt that he has affronted me. 

| Whereupon, riding up to the Waggon, which was now 
gęot pretty near the Town, Hold, hold, he cry'd; ſtay, 
my pretty Sparks, I'Il teach you to be civil to the 
Beaſts that are intruſted with the honourable Burden 
of a Squire to a Knight-Errant. This loud Saluta- 
tion having reach'd the Ears of the Strolling Compa- 
| ny, tho' at a good Diſtance, they preſently under- 
| ſtood what it imported; and reſolving to be ready to 
entertain him, Death preſently leap'd out of the 
Cart; the Emperor, the Devil-driver, and the An- 
; gel immediately follow'd; and even the Queen, and 
the God Cupid, as well as the reſt, having taken up 
their Share of Flints, ſtood rang'd in Battle- Array 
ready to receive their Enemy, as.ſoon as he ſhould 
come within Stone-ſhot, Don Quixote ſeeing them 
drawn up in ſuch excellent Order, with their Arms 
lifted up, and ready to let fly at him a furious Volley 
of Shot, made a Halt to conſider in what Quarter he 
might attack this dreadful Batallion with leaſt Dan- 
ger to his Perſon. Thus pauſing, Sancho overtook 
him, and ſeeing him ready to charge, For Goodneſs 
Sake, Sir, cry'd he, what d'ye mean? Are you mad, 
ir? There's no Fence againſt the Beggar's Bullets, 
Eunleſs you could fight with a Brazen Bell over you. 
11s it not rather Raſhneſs than true Courage, think 
you, for one Man to offer to ſet upon a whole Army? 
here Death is too, and where Emperors fight in 
erſon; nay, and where good and bad Angels ate 
gainſt you? But if all this weighs nothing with you, 
E 2 conſider 
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conſider I bM&ch you, that though they ſeem to he 
Kings, Princes, and Emperors, yet there's not {| 
much as one Knight-Errant among 'em all. Noy 
thou haſt hit upon the only Point, ſaid Don 2»:+:, 
that could ſtop the Fury of my Arm: For indeed, x 


I have often told thee, Sancho, I am bound up fron iſ 


drawing my Sword againſt any below the Order « 
Enighthood, Tis thy Buſineſs to fight in this Cauſe, 
if thou haſt a juſt Reſentment of the Indignities 0f. 
fer'd to thy Aſs; and I from this Poſt will encourage 
and aſſiſt thee with ſalutary Orders and InſtruQion; 
No, I thank you, Sir, quoth Sancho, I hate Revenge; 
a true Chriſtian muſt forgive and forget; and as fr 
N I don't doubt but to find him willing to leu: 
the Matter to me, and ſtand to my Verdict in th: 
Caſe, which is to live peaceably and quietly as lon: 
as Heaven is pleas'd to let me. Nay then, ſaid Du 
Drixote, if that be thy Reſolution, Good San, 
Prudent Sancho, Chriſtian Sancho, Downright Sanchy, 
let us leave theſe idle Apparitions, and proceed in 


Search of more ſubſtantial and honourable Adventure, 


of which, in all Probability, this Part of the Work 
will afford us a wonderful Variety. So ſaying, k 


wheel'd off, and Sancho follow'd him. On the oth: 


ſide, Death with all his lying Squadron return'd t 


their Cart, and went on their Journey. Thus end! 
the moſt dreadful Adventure of the Chariot of Death 


much more happily than could have been expect, 


Thanks to the laudable Counſels which Sancho Pai 


gave his Maſter ; who the Day following had anothe 
Adventure no leſs remarkable, with One that was! 
Knight-Errant and a Lover too. 
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13 CHAP. XII.“ 
ae Valerous Don Quixote's ſtrange Adventure 
„„ ni the bold Knight of the Mirrors. 


| ON Quixote paſs'd the Night, that ſucceeded 
| his Encounter with Death, under the Covert 
of tome lofty "Trees ; where, at Sancho's Perſuaſion, 
he refreſh'd himſelf with ſome of the Proviſions which 
| Dapple carried. As they were at Supper, Well, Sir, 
quoth the Squire, what a rare Fool J had been, had 
1 choſen for my good News the Spoils of your firſt 
Venture, inſtead of the Breed of the three Mares! 
Troth! commend me to the Saying, A Bird in Hand 
1s worth two in the Buſh, However, anſwer'd Don 
Quixote, had'ſt thou let me fall on, as I wou'd have 
7); We done, thou might'ſt have ſhar'd, at leaſt, the Empe- 
, Wror's Golden Crown, and Cupid's painted Wings; 
for I wou'd have pluck'd 'em off, and put *em into 
an cy Power. Ah, but ſays Sancho, your ſtrolling Em- 
„„ peror's Crowns and Sceptres are not of pure Gold, 
but Tinſel and Copper. I grant it, ſaid Don Quixote; 
ore is it fit the Decorations of the Stage ſhould be 
"re real, but rather Imitations, and the Reſemblance of 
J KRealities, as the Plays themſelves muſt be; which, 
4 b the way, I wou'd have you love and eſteem, San- 
cha, and conſequently thoſe that write, and alſo thoſe 


cath, g 
Ae chat act 'em; for they are all inſtrumental to the 
Dad Good of the Commonwealth, and ſet before our Eyes 


thoſe Looking- glaſſes that reflect a lively Repreſenta- 
tion of human Liſe; nothing being able to give us a 
more juſt Iden of Nature, and what we are or ought 
to be, than Comedians and Comedies, Prithse tell 
me, Haſt thou never ſeen a Play acted, where Kings, 
Emperors, Prelatcs, Knights, Ladies, and other 
Characters, are introduced on the Stage? One acts a 
KRuffian, another a Soldier; this Man a Cheat, and 
| E 4 | that 
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that a Merchagt ; one plays a deſigning Fool, and 
another a fooliffl Lover: But the Play done, and the 
Actors undreſs'd, they are all equal, and as they were 
before. All this I have ſeen, quoth Sancho. Juſt ſuch 
a Comedy, faid Don Quixote, is acted on the great 
Stage of the World, where ſome play the Emperors, 
others the Prelates, and, in ſhort, all the Parts that 
can be brought into a Dramatick Piece ; till Death, 
which is the Cataſtrophe and End of the Action, 
ſtrips the Actors of all their Marks of Diſtinction, 
and levels their Quality in the Grave, A rare Com- 
ariſon, quoth Sancho, though not ſo new, but that 
have heard it over and over. Juſt ſuch another is 
that of a Game at Cheſs, where while the Play laſts, 
every Piece has its particular Office ; but when the 
Game's over, they are all mingl'd and huddled toge- 
ther, and clapp'd into a Bag, juſt as when Life's end- 
ed we are laid up in the Grave. Truly, Sancho, ſaid 
Don Quixote, thy Simplicity leſſens, and thy Senſe 
improves every Day. And good Reaſon why, quoth 
Sancho; ſome of your Worſhip's Wit muſt needs ſtick 
tome; for your dry unkindly Land, with good dung- 
ing and tiling, will in time yield a good Crop. [ 
mean, Sir, that the Dung and Muck of your Con- 
verſation being thrown on the barren Ground of my 
Wit, together with the Time I ha' ſerved your Wor- 
ſhip, and kept you * 3 Which is, as a body 
may ſay, the Lillage; I muſt needs bring forth bleſ- 
ſed Fruit at laſt, fo as not to ſhame my Maſter, but 
keep in the Paths of good Manners, which you have 
beaten into my ſodden Underſtanding. Sancho's a- 
feed Stile made Don Quixote laugh, tho? he thought 
his Words true in the main ; and he could not but ad- 
mire at his Improvement. But the Fellow never di- 
cover'd his Weakneſs ſo much as by endeavouring to 
hide it, being moſt apt to tumble when he ſtrove to 
foar too high. His Excellence lay chiefly in a Knack 
; al 
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it drawing Proverbs into his Diſcourſe, whether to 
the Purpoſe or not, as any one that has obſerv'd his 
manner of Speaking in this Hiſtory, muſt have per- 
ceived. 

ln ſuch Diſcourſes they paſſed a great part of the 
Night, till Sancho wanted to drop the Portcullices 
of his Eyes, which was his way of ſaying he had a 
mind to go to fleep. Thereupon he unharneſs'd 
Dapple, and ſet him a grazing : But poor Rozrnanre 
© was condemn'd to ſtand ſaddled all Night, by his Maſ- 
© ter's Injunction and Preſcription, us'd of old by all 
Knights-Errant, who never unſaddled their Steeds in 
the Field, but took off their Bridles, and hung 'em 
© at the Pummel of the Saddle. However, he was not 


forſaken by faithful Dapple, whoſe Friendſhip was ſo 


unparallel'd and inviolable, that unqueſtion'd Tradi- 
tion has handed it down from Father to Son, that the 
Author of this true Hiſtory compos'd particular Chap- 
ters of the united Affection of theſe two Beaſts ; tho”, 
to preſerve the Decorum due to ſo heroick a Hiſtory, 
he wou'd not inſert *em in the Work. Yet ſometimes 
he cannot forbear giving us ſome new Touches on that 
Subject; as when he writes, That the two friendly 
Creatures took a mighty Pleaſure in being together to 
ſcrub and lick one another; and when they had had 
enough of that Sport, Rozinante would gently lean his 
Headd at leaſt half a Yard over Dapple's Neck, and fo 
they wou'd ſtand very lovingly together, looking 
wiſtly on the Ground for two or three Days; except 
domebody made *em leave that contemplative Poſ- 
ture, or Hunger compell'd them to a Separation. 
| Nay, I cannot paſs by what is reported of the Author, 
| how he left in Writing, That he had compar'd their 


| Friendſhip to that of Nyſus and Euryalus, and that of 


Pylades and Oręſtes, which if it were ſo, deſerves uni- 
verſal Admiration; the ſincere Affection of theſe 
quiet Animals being a juſt Reflection on Men, who 

E 4 are 
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are ſo guilty of breaking their Friendſhip to one ano- 
ther. From hence came the Saying, There's no Friend; 

all Frienaſbip's gone Now Men hug, then fight ann, 

And that other, I here you ſee your Friend, truft to y;ur 

felf. Neither ſhou'd the World take it ill, that the 
cordial Affection of theſe Animals was compar'd by 
our Author to that of Men; ſince many important 

Principles of Prudence and Morality, have been learnt 

from irrational Creatures; as, the Uſe of Clyſters from 

the Stork, and the Benefit of Vomiting from the Dog, 

The Crane gave Mankind an Example of Vigilance, 

the Ant of Providence, the Elephant of Honeſty, and 
the Horſe of Loyalty. At laſt, Sancho feel aſleep at 
the Root of a Cork- tree, and his Maſter fetch'd a 

Sbumber under a ſpacious Oak. But it was not long 

e'er he was diſturb'd by a Noiſe behind him, and ſtart- 

ing up, he look'd and hearken'd on the Side whence he 

thought the Voice came, and diſcover'd two Men on 

Horſe- back; one of whom letting himſelf careleſly 
flide down from the Saddle, and calling to the other, 

Alight, Friend, ſaid he, and unbridle the Horſe ; for 

methinks this Place will ſupply them plentifully with 

Paſture, and me with Silence and Solitude to indulze 

my amorous Thoughts. While he faid this, he laid 

himfelf down on the Graſs; in doing which, the Ar- 

mour he had on made a Noiſe, a ſure Sign, that gave 

Don Quixote to underſtand he was ſome Knight- 

Errant. Thereupon going to Sancho, who ſlept on, 

he pluck'd him by the Arm; and having wak'd him 
with much ado, Friend Sancho, ſaid he, whiſpering 

him in his Ear, here's an Adventure. Heaven grant 

it be a good one! quoth Sancho, But where's that 

ſame Lady Adventure's Worſhip? Where! do 

thou aſk, Sancho ? Why, turn thy Head, Man, and 

look yonder. Doſt thou not ſee a Knight-Errant 

there lying on the Ground? I have Reaſon to think 

he is in melancholy Circumſtances, for I ſaw — 
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5 fling himſelf off from his Horſe, and ſtretch himſelf 
on a. Ground in a diſconſolate manner, and his Ar- 
mour claſh'd as he fell. What of all that, quoth 
Sancho! How do you make this to be an Adventure? 
l will not yet affirm, anſwer'd Don 2rurxote, that tis 
an Adventure; but a very fair Riſe to one as ever 


was ſeen. But hark! he's tuning ſome Inſtrument, 


and by his coughing and ſpitting he's clearing his 


Throat to ſing. Troth now, Sir, quoth Sancho, *tis 
cen ſo in good earneſt ; and I fancy tis ſome Knight 
that's in Love. All Knights- Errant mult be fo, an- 


| ſwer'd Don Quixote: But let us hearken, and if he 


ſings, we ſhall know more of his Circumſtances pre- 
ently, for out of the Abundance of the Heart the 
Mouth ſpeaketh. Sancho wou'd have anſwer'd, but 
that the Knight of the Wood's Voice, which was but 
indifferent, interrupted him with the following 


8: ON . 
J. 


7 P Right Queen, how ſhall your loving Slave 


Be ſure not to diſpleaſe ? 


© Some Rule of Duty let him crave; 


He begs no other Eaſe. 
IT. 


| Say, muſt I die, or hopeleſs live? 


[11 At as you Oraain : 


| De/pair a filent Death ſhall give, 


Or Love himſelf complain. 
III. 


| My Heart, the? ſoft as Ilax, will prove 


Like Diamonds firm and true : 2 


| For, what th* Impreſſion can remove, 


That's flamp'd by Love and you ? 
E's 
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The Knight of the Wood concluded his Song with 
a Sigh, that ſeem'd to be fetch'd from the very Bot. 
tom of his Heart; and after ſome Pauſe, with 
mournſul and diſconſolate Voice: O the moſt Beau. 
tiful, but moſt Ungrateful of Womankind, cry'l he, 
how is it poſſible, moſt ſerene Cafildea de Vandalia, 
your Heart ſhou'd conſent thata Knight who idolize 
your Charms, ſhou'd waſte the Flower of his Youth, 
and kill himſelf with continual Wandrings and hard 
Fatigues ? Is it not enough, that I have made you to 
be acknowledg'd the greateſt Beauty in the World, 
by all the Knights of Navarre, all the Knights of 

con, all the Tarteſians, all the Ca/tilians, and, in fine, 
by all the Knights of La Mancha? Not ſo neither, ſaid 
Don Quixote then; for I my ſelf am of La Mancha, 
and never acknowledg'd, nor ever could, nor ought 
to acknowledge a Thing fo injurious to the Beauty 
of my Miſtreſs ; therefore, Sancho, tis a plain Caſe, 
this Knight is out of his Senſes. But let us hearken, 
perhaps we ſhall diſcover ſomething more. That you 
will, Tl warrant you, quoth Sancho, for he ſeems in 
Tune to hoan a Month together. But it happen'd 
otherwiſe; for the Knight of the Wood over-hearing 
them, ceas'd his Lamentation, and raiſing himſelf on 
his Feet, in a loud but courteous Tone called to them, 
Who's there? What are ye? Are ye of the Number 
of the Happy or the Miſerable ? Of the Miſerable, 
anſwer'd Don Quixote. Repair to me then, ſaid the 
Knight of the Wood, and be aſſur'd you have met 
Miſery and Affliction itſelf, Upon ſo moving and 


civil an Invitation, Don Quixote and Sancho drew near 


him; and the mournful Knight taking Don Quixote 
by the Hand, Sit down, ſaid he, Sir Knight; for 


that your Profeſſion is Chivalry, I need no other Con- 


viction than to have found you in this Retirement, 
where Solitude and the cold Night- Dews are your 
Companions, and the proper Stations and 2 
4 4 | ; CES 
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Places of Knights-Errant. Iam a Knight, anſwer'd 
Don Quixote, and of the Order you mention; and 


7 though my Sorrows, and Diſaſters, and Misfortunes 
* uſurp the Seat of my Mind, I have ſtill a Heart diſ- 


;d to entertain the Afflictions of others. Yours, as 

gather by your Complaints, is derived from Love, 
and, I ſuppoſe, owing to the Ingratitude of that 
Beauty you now mention'd. While they were thus 
parleying together, they ſat cloſe by one another on 
the hard Ground, very peaceably and lovingly, and 
not like Men that by Break of Day were to break one 


* another's Heads. And is it your Fortune to be in Love, 
* aſk'd the Knight of the Wood? *Tis my Misfortune, 


> anſwer'd Don Quixote; though the pleaſant Reflec- 


tion of having plac'd our Affections Worthily, ſuffi- 
ciently balances the Weight of our Diſaſters, and 


turns them to a Bleſſing. This might be true, reply'd 
the Knight of the Wood, if the Diſdain of ſome Miſ- 
treſſes were not often ſo galling to our Tempers, as 
to inſpire us with ſomething like the Spirit of Revenge. 
For my part, ſaid Don Quixote, I never felt my 
+ Miſtreſs's Diſdain. No truly, quoth Sancho, who was 
near them, for my Lady is as gentle as a Lamb, and 
as ſoft as Butter, Is that your Squire, ſaid the Knight 
of the Wood? It is, anſwer'd Don Quixote. I never 
& fawa Squire, ſaid the Knight of the Wood, that durſt 
: preſume to intterrupt his Maſter, when he was ſpeak- 
ing himſelf, There's my Fellow yonder ; he's as big 
as his Father, and yet no Man can ſay, he was ever 
ſo ſaucy as to open his Lips when I ſpoke. Well, well, 
gquoth Sancho, I have talk'd, and may talk again, and 
| before as, and perhaps—but I have done—The more 
| ye ſtir, the more *twill ſtink. At the ſame time the 


Squire of the Wood pulling Sancho by the Arm, Come 
Brother, ſaid he, let us two go where we may chat freely 


by ourſelves, like den} Squires as we are, and 
let our Maſters get over Head and Ears in the Stories 


of 


— 
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| of their Loves: I'll warrant ye they'll be at it all n 
| Night, and won't have done by that time 'tis Day, h 
| With all my Heart, quoth Sancho; and then I'll tel 
1 ou who I am, and what I am, and you ſhall judge In 
| if I am not fit to make one among the talking Squires, n 
With that the two Squires withdrew, and had a Dia- v 
logue, ascomical as that of their Maſters was ſerious, | C 
| | — | — | > 
g” 
| CH AP. XIII. J 
| The Adventure with the Knight of the Wood con- ' 
| tinud;, with the Wiſe, Rare and Pleaſant Nat 
Diſcourſe that paſo'd between the two Squires, u 
| HE Knights and their Squires thus divided, the 6 
| [ latter to tell their Lives, and the former to re- Mc 
| late their Amours ; the Story begins with the Squire ot 
4 of the Wood. Sir, ſaid he to Sancho, this is a trou- th 
| bleſome Kind of Life, that we Squires of Knights. ch 
1 Errant lead : Well may we ſay, we cat our Bread Wy 
with the Sweat of our Brows ; which is one of the an 
| Curſes laid on our firſt Parents, Well may we ſay too, MWg, 
[| uoth Sancho, we eat it with a cold Shivering of our With 
| Bodies for there are no poor Creatures that ſuffer m. 
1 


more by Heat or Cold, than We do. Nay, if we cou'd BW 
but eat at all, *twou'd never vex one; for good Fare se 
leſſens Care; but ſometimes we ſi.all go ye a Day or WC; 
two, and never fo much as breakfaſt, unleſs it be up- Wir: 
on the Wind that blows. After all, ſaid the Squire WS; 
of the Wood, we may bear with this, when we think Whe 
of the Reward we are to expect; for that ſame Knizht- WD: 
Exrant muſt be exceſſively Unfortunate, that has not Wn; 
pe time or other the LEAR kat of ſome Iſland, With 
18 or ſome good handſome Earldom, to beſtow on his Wn: 
etre. As for me, quoth Sancho, I have often told WMV: 
n Maſter, I wou'd be contented with the Govern- In 
18 ment 


1 4 
" 1 n Vp 
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for he' I] be nothing but an 
afraid he might have had a hankering after the Church, 
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ment of any Iſland ; and he is ſo Noble and Free- 
E hearted, that he has promis'd it me over and over, 


i 


For my part, quoth the other Squire, I ſhou'd think 


8 myſelf well paid for my Services with ſome good Ca- 


nonry, and I have my Maſter's Word for it too. 
Why then, quoth Sancho, belike your Maſter is ſome 


EZ Church-Knight, and may beſtow ſuch Livings on his 


good Squires, But mine is purely Laic ; ſome of his 


wiſe Friends indeed (nv Thanks to them for it) once 
upon a time counſcll'd him to be an Archbiſhop : I 


fancy they wiſh'd him no good, but he wou'd not; 
| | Sita Dun I was plaguily 


and ſo have ſpoil'd My Preſerment, I not being gifted 


that way; for between I ou and I, though I look like 


a Man in a Doublet, I ſhou'd make but an Afs in a 


Caſſock. Let me tell you, Friend, quoth the Squire 


of the Wood, that you are out in your Politicks ; for 


© theſe INand- Governments bring more Coſt than Wor- 
ſhip; there's a great Cry, but little Wool; the beſt 
will bring more Trouble and Care than they are worth, 
and thoſe that take em on their Shoulders are ready to 
ſink under em. I think it were better for us to quit 


E thisconfoundcd Slavery, and e'en jog Home, where we 


may entertain our ſelves with mre delightful Exerciſes, 


T5 


ſuch as Fiſhing, and Hunting, and the like; for he's a 
ſorry Country Squire indecd, thit wants his Horſe, his 
Couple of Hounds, or his Fiſhing- Tackle, to live pleas, 
ſently at Home. All this I can have at Will, quoth 
Sancho Indeed I have nc'er a Nag; but I hive an ho- 
Bneit Aſs here, worth two of my Maſter's Horſes any 
Day in the Year. A bad Chri/tmas be my Lot, and 
may it be the next, if Iwo d ſwop Beaſts with him, 


Itho' he gave me four B ſhels of Barley to boot, no 
marry wou'd not I: Laugh as mich vs you will at the 
Value I ſet on mv Da##le; for Dapple, you muſt 
know, is his Colour. Now as for Hounds, we have 

| enough 
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enough to ſpare in our Town ; and there's no Sport 
like Hunting at another Man's Coſt. Faith and Troth! 
Brother Squire, quoth the Squire of the Wood, I an 
fully ſet upon't. "Theſe Vagrant Knights may eben 
ſeek their mad Adventures by themſelves for me, II 
Home, and breed up my Children as it behoves me; 
for I have Three, as Precious as three Orient Pearls, 
I have but two, quoth Sancho; but they might be pre- 
ſented to the Pope himſelf, eſpecially my Girl, that! 
breed up to be a Counteſs (Heaven bleſs her) in ſpight 
of her Mother's Teeth. And how old, pray ſaid the 
Squire of the Wood, may this ſame Young Lady 
Counteſs be ? Why, ſhe's about Fifteen, anſwer'd 
Sancho, a little over or a little under ; but ſhe's as tall 
as a Pike, as freſh as an Apri/-Morning, and ſtrong 
as a Porter. With theſe Parts, quoth the other, ſhe 
may ſet up not only for a Counteſs, but for one of the 
Wood-Nymphs! Ah, the Young BuxſomeW hore's 
Brood! What a Spring the Mettleſome Quean will 
have with her! My Daughter's no Whore, quoth 
Sancho, in a grumbling Tone, and her Mother was 
an honeſt Woman before her: and they ſhall be Ho- 
neſt, by Heaven's Bleſſing, while I live and do well: 


So, Sir, pray keep your Tongue ee Teeth, 


or ſpeak as you ought. Methinks your Maſter ſhou'd 
have taught you better Manners; for Knights-Errant 
are the very pink of Courteſy, Alas, quoth the Squire 
of the Wood, how you're miſtaken ! how little you 
know the way of praiſing People now-a- days; Have 
e never obſerv'd when any Gentleman at a Bull- 
eaſt gives the Bull a home Thruſt with his Lance, 
or when any Body behaves himſelf cleverly upon any 
Occaſion, the People will cry out, What a briſk Son 
of a Whore that is! a clever Dog, I'll warrant him. 
So what ſeems to be Slander, in that Senſe is no- 
table Commendation : And be advis'd by me, don't 
think thoſe Children worth the owning, who __ 
9 
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ad do that which may make their Parents be commended 
in that Faſhion, Nay, if it be ſo, quoth Sancho, I'll 
m diſown em if they don't, and henceforth you may 
n call my Wife and Daughter all the Whores and Bawds 
ñvou can think on, and welcome; for they do a thou- 
e; fand things that deſerve all theſe fine Names. Heaven 
li; ſend me once more to ſee them, and deliver me out 
of this mortal Sin of Squire-Erranting, which I have 
been drawn into a ſecond time, by the wicked Bait 

nt of a hundred Ducats, which the Devil threw in m 
} 

- 


own way in Sierra Morena, and which he till haunts 


me with, and brings before my Eyes here and there 
d and every where. Oh that plaguy Purſe, tis till 
all running in my Head; methinks I am counting ſuch 
ng another over and over! Now I hug it, now I carry 
he it home, now I am buying Land with it; now I let 
the Leaſes, now I'm receiving my Rents, and live like a 
e's ©. Prince! Thus I paſs away the Time, and this lulls 
vil me on to drudge on to the end of the Chapter, with 


"th this Dunder-headed Maſter of mine, who to my know 
vas ledge is more a Madman than a Knight. Truly, ſaid 
lo- + the Squire of the Wood, this makes the Proverb true, 
ell: Covetouſneſs breaks the Sack. And now you talk of 
th, i Madmen, I think my Maſter is worſe than yours 


ud for he is one of thoſe, of whom the Proverb ſays, © 


= Fools will be meddling; and, who meddles with ano- 


ire ther Man's Buſineſs, Milks his Cows into a Sieve. 
you FW In ſearching after another Knight's Wits, he loſes his 
ave 


* own; and hunts up and down for that, which may 


ull- make him rue the finding. And is not the poor Man 
ice, in Love, . quoth Sacho? I marry, ſaid t'other, and 
any with one Caſildea de Vandalia, one of the oddeſt Pie- 
Son ces in the World; ſhe'll neither Roaſt nor Boil, and 


is neither Fiſh, Fleſh, nor good Red-Herring, But 
| that's not the Thing that i erode his Noddle now, 
| He has ſome other Crotchets in his Crown, and you'll 

hear more of it ere long. There is no way fo ſmooth, 


quoth 


WS” LP — e OE © 


Talking, but to cure that Diſeaſe I have ſomething 
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quoth Sancho, but it has a Hole or Rub in't to make 
a Body ſtumble. In ſome Houſes they boil Beans, 
and in mine are whole Kettles full. So Madneſs has 
more need of good Attendants than Wiſdom. But if 
this old ſaying be true, that it lightens Sorrow to have 
Companions in our Grief, you are the fitteſt to com. 
fort me; you ſerve one F ool and I another, My 
Maſter, quoth the Squire of the Wood, is more 
ſtout than fooliſh, but more Knave than either, Mine 
is not like yours then, quoth Sancho, he has not one 
Grain of Knavery in him; he's as dull as an old 
crack*d Pitcher, hurts no Body, does all the Good 
he can to every Body ; a Child may perſuade him it 
is Night at Noon Dior. and he is ſo ſimple, that! 
can't help loving him, with all my Heart and Soul, 
and can't leave Ei in ſpite of all his Follies. Have 
a care, Brother, ſaid the Squire of the Wood, when 

the Blind leads the Blind both may fall into the Ditch, 
Tis better to wheel about fair and ſoftly, and tcal 
home again to our own Fire-fides ; for thoſe who 
follow their Noſe are often led into a Stink, Here the 
Squire of the Wood obſerving that Sancho ſpit very 
often and very dry, I fancy, Brother, ſaid he, that our 
Tongues ftick to the Palates of our Mouths with 
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that hangs to the Pommel of my Saddle, as good as 
ever was tipp'd over Tongue. Then he went and took 
down a Leather Bottle of Wine, and a cold Pye, at 
leaſt half a Yard long; which is no Fiction, for San- 
cho himſelf, when he laid his Hands on it, took it ra- 
ther for a bak'd Goat than a Kid, though it was in- 
deed but an over-grown Rabbit. What! ſaid Sancho 
0 Sight, did you bring this too abroad with you? 
V hat d'ye think, ſaid other ? Do you take me for 
one of your Freſh- Water Squires? I'd have you know, 
«carry as good Provition at my Horſc's = as 
any Genera upon his March, Sancho did not ſtay ſor 

| an 
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In Invitation, but feil to in the Dark, cramming 
down Morſels as big as his Fiſt. Ay marry, Sir, ſaid 
he, you are a Squire every Inch of you, a true and 


truſty, roundand ſound, noble and free hearted Squire, 


| This good Cheer is a Proof of it, which I don't ſay 


jump'd hither by Witchcraft; but one would almoſt 
think ſo. Now here ſits poor wretched I, that have 


| nothing in my Knapſack but a Cruſt of Cheeſe, ſo 


W rd, a Giant might break his Grinders in't, and a 


| few Acorns, Walnuts and Filberds; a ſhame on my 


Maſters Nigardly Temper, and his curſed Maggot, 
in ſancying that all Kniglits-Errant muſt live on a 
little dry*d Fruit and Sallads, Well, well, Brother 
reply'd the Squire of the Wood, our Maſters may 


Diet themſelves by Rules of Chivalry, if they pleaſe ; 


| your Thiſtles, and your Herbs and Roots don't at all 


agree with my Stomach, I muſt have good Meat, I 
faith! and this Bottle here ſtill at Hand at the Pom- 
mel of my Saddle. *Tis my Joy, my Lite, the Com- 
fort of my Soul, I hug and kifs it every Moment, 


and now recommend it to you as the beſt Friend in 
the World. Sancho took the Bottle, and rearing it to 
his thirſty Lips, with his Eyes fix'd upon the Stars, 
kept himſelf in that happy Contemplation for a Quar- 
ter of an Hour together. At laſt, when he had taken 


his Draught, with a deep Groan, a Nod on one fide, 


| anda cunning Leer, O] the Son of a Whore! What 


| a rare and Catholick Bub this is! Oh ho! quoth the 
Squire of the Wood, have I caught you at your Son of a 
| Whores! Did not I tell you, that it was a way of com- 
| mending a thing? I knock under, quoth Sancho, and 
| own *tis no Diſhonour to call one a Son of a W hore, 


| when we mean to praiſe, him. But now, by the Re- 


membrance of her you love beſt, prithee tell me, is 
not this your right Cindad Real * Wine? Thou haſt 
a rare Palate, anſwer'd the Squire of the Wood, tis 


the 


Ciudad Real, 7s a City of Spain, noted for good Wine. 
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the very ſame, and of a good Age too, I thought, 


ſaid Sancho, but is it not ſtrange now? that turn me but 


looſe among a Parcel of Wines I ſhall find the Diffe- 
rence : Adad ! Sir, I no ſooner clap my Noſe to a 
Taſter of Wine, but I can tell the Place, the Grape, 
the Flavour, the Age, the Strength, and all the Qua- 
lities of the Parcel: And all this is natural to me, Sir, 
for I had two Relations by the Father's-fide that were 
the niceſt Taſters that were known of a long time in 
La Mancha; of which two I'll relate you a Story 
that makes good what I ſaid, It fell out on a time, 
that ſome Wine was drawn freſh out of a 9%. 
and given to theſe ſame Friends of mine to Taſte; 


and they were aſk'd their Opinions of the Condi- 
tion, the Quality, the Goodneſs, the Badneſs of the 
Wine, and all that. The one try'd it with the Tip 
of his Tongue, the other only ſmell'd it; the firſt fail 
the Wine taſted of Iron; the ſecond ſaid, it rather 
had a Tang of Goats Leather. The Vintner ſwore 


his Veſſel was clean, and the Wine neat. and fo Pure 
that it could have no Taſte of any ſuch Thing. Well, 
Time ran on, the Wine was Sold, and when the Veſ- 
ſel came to be empty'd, what do you think Sir, was 
found in the Caſk? A little Key, with a bit of Lea- 
thern Thong ty'd to*t ; Now, judge you by this, whe- 
ther he that comes of ſuch a Generation, has not rea- 
ſon to underſtand Wine? More reaſon than to un- 


* dierſtand Adventures, anſwer'd the other: Therefore 


ſince we have enough, let's not trouble our ſelves to 
look after more, but e'en jog home to our little Cots, 
where Heaven will find us, if it he its Will, I intend, 
ſaid Sancho, to wait on my Maſter till we come to 
Saragoſa, but then I'll turn over a new Leaf, To con. 
clude: The two friendly Squires having talk'd and 
drank, and held out almoſt as long as their Bottle, it 
was high time that Sleep ſhould ; their Tongues, 
and aſlwage their Thirſt, for to quench it was im- 

| | poſſible 
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Wpofiible. Accordingly they had no ſooner fill'd their 
J Bellies, but they fell faſt aſleep, both keeping their 
Hold on their almoſt empty Bottle. Where we ſhall 


bor a while leave *em to their reſt, and ſee what paſs'd 
between their Maſters. 


Ko 


CHAP XIV. 


A Continuation of the Adventure of the Knight 
of the Wood. 


ANY were the Diſcourſes that paſs'd be- 


M tween Don Quixote and the Knight of the 
ood ; Amongſt the reſt, You muſt know, Sir 
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Knight, ſaid the latter, that by the Appointment of 
| Wi Fate, or rather by my own Choice, I became ena- 

c WE mour'd of the Peerleſs Caſildea de Vandalia. I call her 
e Peerleſs, becauſe ſhe is fingular in the Greatneſs of 
eber Stature, as well as in that of her State and Beauty. 
\ But this Lady has been pleas'd to take no other No- 
ce of my honourable Paſſion, than employing me in 
many perilous Adventures, like Hercules's Step- mo- 
tber: ſtill promiſing me, after I had put an happy end 
bo one, that the Performance of the next ſhould put 
. me in Poſſeflion of my Deſires. But after a Succeſ- 
ion of numberleſs Labours, I do not know which of 
re ber Commands will be the laſt, and will crown m 


to N Lawful Wiſhes, Once by her particular Injunction, 
s, I challeng'd that famous Gianteſs La Giralda * of 
d, WE Sevil, who is as ſtrong and undaunted as one that is 
to made of Braſs, and who, without changing Place, is 
the muſt changeable and unconſtant Woman in the 
World; I went, I ſaw, and overcame : I made her 
ſtand ſtill, and fix'd her in a conſtant Point, for the 

| | Space 
* Giralda, is a Braſs Statue, on a Steeple in Seville; which 
ſerves inftead of a Weathercock. | | 
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Space of a whole Week; noWind having blown in the 
Skies during all that time but the North. Another 
time the enjoin'd me to remove the ancient Stones of 
the ſturdy Bulls of Gui/ando *; a Taſk more ſuitable 
to the Arms of Porters than thoſe of Knights. Then ſhe 
commanded me to deſcend and dive into the Cavernor 
Den of Cabra , (a terrible and unheard of Attempt) 
and to bring her an Account of all the Wonders in that 
diſmal Profundity. I ſtopp'd the Motion of La Gi. 
ralda, I weigh'd the Bulls of Guiſando, and with a pre- 
Cipitated Fall plung'd and brought to light the darkeſt 
decrets of Cabra's black Abyſs. But ſtill, ah! till my 
Hopes are dead. How dead? How, becauſe her Diſ- 
dain itil] lives, lives to injoin me new Labours, new 
Exploits. For, laſtly, She has order'd me to traverſe 
the remoteſt Provinces of Spain, and exact a Conſeſ- 
ſion from all'the Knights-Errant that roam about the 
Land, that her Beauty alone excels that of all other 
Women, and that I am the moſt valiant and moſt en- 
amour'd Knight in the World. I have already jour- 
ney*d over the greateſt Part of Spain on this Expedi- 
tion, and overcome many Knights who had the Te- 
merity to contradict my Aſſertion: But the Perfec- 
tion of my Glory, is the Reſult of my Victory over 
the renown'd Don Quixote de la Mancha, whom | 
conquer'd in ſingle Combat, and compell'd to ſubmit 
his Dulcinea's to my Cafildea's Beauty. And now! 
reckon the wandring Knights of the whole Univerſe, 
all vanquiſh'd by My Proweſs : Their Fame, their 
Glory, and their Honours being all veſted in this 
reat Don Ne who had before made them the 
Spock of his Valorous Arm; though now they . 
atten 


* The Bulls. of Guifando are aue vaſt Statues remain: 
ing in that Town ever fince the Time of the Romans. S. 
to be ſet up by Metellus. 

+ 4 Place like ſome of the Caverns in the Peak in De h- 


Ire. 


o 
g 
7 
4. 
A 
; 
* 
. 


„eee ere ere 


G ke —— ye 


- 


HS $57 nk dls. 


» 
. 2 
2 
71 
4 
* 
* 
\ 
'& 
1B 
. 
1 


of the Rendund Don Quixote. 117 
attend the Triumphs of n is the great- 
er, ſince the Reputation of the Victor riſes in Pro- 


rtion to that of the Vanquiſh'd; and all the latter's 


Laurels are transferr'd to me. 
Don Quixote was amaz'd to hear the Knight run on 


| atthis rate, and had the Lye ready at his T'ongue's-end 


few can reſemble. 
Knight of the Wood: By yon ſpangled Canopy of 
the Skies I fought Don Quite Hand to Hand, van- 


to give him a thouſand times; but deſigning to make 


him own his Falfity with his own Mouth he ſtrove 


to contain his Choler; and arguing the Matter very 
E calmly, Sir Knight, ſaid he, That your Victories 


have extended over all the Knights in Spain, and per- 
haps over the whole World, I will not diſpute; but 
that you have vanquiſh'd Don Quixote de la Mancha, 
ou muſt give me leave to doubt : It might be ſome 
body like him; though he isa Perſon whom but ver 
V hat d'ye mean? Anſwer'd the 


quiſh'd him, and made him ſubmit; he is a tall wi- 
ther-faced, leathern- jaw Fellow, ſcragg'd, grizzle- 
hair'd, Hawk-nos'd, and wears long, black, lank 
Muſtachios: He is diſtinguiſh'd in the Field by the 
Title of the Knight of the J/oful Figure: He has for 
his Squire one Sancho Panga, a labouring Man; he 
beſtrides and manages that tar-fam*d Courſer Rozi- 
nante; and has for the Miſtreſs of his Affection, one 


| Dulcinea del Toboſo, ſometimes called Aldonſa Loren- 
203 as mine, whoſe Name was Caſildea, and who is 
of Andaluſia, is now diſtinguiſh'd by the Denomi- 
nation of Caſildea de Vandalia ; and if all theſe con- 
| vincing Marks be not ſufficient to prove this Truth, 


I wear a Sword that ſhall force even Incredulity to 
credit it, Not ſo faſt, good Sir Knight, ſaid 
Quixote; pray attend to what I ſhall e, this 
Head: You muſt know that this ſame Don Quixote 
is the greateſt Friend I have in the World; inſomuch 
that I may ſay I love him as well as I do my ſelf, Now 
the 
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the Tokens that you have deſcrib'd him by, are 5 
agreeable to his Perſon and Circumſtances, that one 
would think he ſhould be the Perſon you ſubdu'd, On 
the other hand, I am convinc'd by the more power. 
ful Argument of undeniable Senſe, that it cannot b: 
he. But thus far I will allow you, as there are many 
Inchanters that are his Enemies, eſpecially one who(, 
Malice hourly perſecutes him, perhaps one of then 
has aſſumed his Likeneſs, thus by a Counterfeit Con. 
queſt, to defraud him of the Glory contracted by hi; 
11gnal Chivalry over all the Univerſe. In Confirms 
tion of which I can farther tell you, *tis but two Dar; 
ago that theſe envious Magicians transform'd the F. 
re and Perſon of the Beautiful Dulcinea del Tobi 
into the baſe and ſordid Likeneſs of a Ruſtic Wench, 
And if this will not convince you of your Error, be- 
hold Don Quixote himſelf in Perſon, that here ſtand; 
ready to maintain his Words with his Arms, either a 
Foot or on Horſeback, or in what other manner you 
may think convenient. As he ſaid this, up he ſtarted, 
and laid his Hand to his Sword, expecting the Mo- 
tions and Reſolutions of the K night of the Wood, But 
with * 9 deal of Calmneſs, Sir, ſaid he, A good 
Paymaſter grudges no Surety; He that could once van- 
quiſh Don Qvixote when transform'd, needs not fear 
him in his proper Shape. But ſince Darkneſs is not 
proper for the Atchievements of Knights, but rather 
for Robbers and Ruffians, let us expect the Morning- 
light, that the Sun may be Witneſs of our Valour. 
The Conditions of our Combat ſhall be, That the 
Conquer'd ſhall be wholly at the Mercy of the Con- 
* *queror, who ſhall diſpoſe of him at Diſcretion ; pro- 
vided always he abuſes not his Power, by command- 
ing any thing unworthy the Honour of Knighthood. 
Content, ſaid Don Quixote, I like theſe Terms very 
well. With that they both went to look out their Squires 
whom they found ſnoring very ſoundly in * the 
| ame 
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W {me Poſture as when they firſt fell aſleep. They 
© rouz'd them up; and order'd them to get their Steeds 

ready; for the firſt Rays of the riſing Sun muſt be- 
bold them engage in a bloody and unparallel'd ſingle 
Combat. This News thunder-ſtruck Sancho, and put 
him to his Wits-end for his Maſter's Danger; having 
heard the Knight of the Wood's Courage ſtrangely 
E magnified by his Squire, However, without the leaſt 
Reply, he went with his Companion to ſeek their 
© Beaſts, who by this time had ſmelled out one another, 
and were got lovingly both together. Well Friend, ſaid 
the Squire to Sancho as they went, I find our Maſters 
are to fight; ſoYou and J are like to have a Bruſh too 
© for *tis the way among us Andaluſians, not to let the 
Seconds ſtand idly by, with Arms acroſs, while their 


e- WW. Friends are at it. This, ſaid Sancho, may be a Cuſtom 
in Your Country; but let me tell you, 'tis a damn'd 
- 1 W Cuſtom, Sir Squire, and none but Ruffians and Bloody- 
du minded Fellows would ſtand up for't. But there's no 
4 ſuch Practice among Squires-Errant, elſe my Maſter 


would have minded me of it ere this; for he has all 
t the Laws of Knight-Errantry by Heart, But ſuppoſe 
d there be ſuch a Law, I will not obey it, that's flat: 
n- 11! rather pay the Penalty that's laid on ſuch peacea- 
ar dle Squires: I don't think the Fine can be above two 


ot WW Pounds of Wax *, and that will coſt me leſs than the 
ir WW Lint would to make Tents for my Scull, which me- 
g thinks is already cleft down to my Chin. Beſides, how 
ur, would you have me fight? I have ne'er a Sword, nor 
he ever wore any. No matter, quoth the Squire of the 


n- WW Wood, Pvea Cure for that Sore. I ha' got here a Couple 
-0- WW of Linen-Bags, both of a Size, you ſhall take one, and 
d- 1t'other, and fo we'll let drive one atone another with 
vl, theſe Weapons and fight at Bag-blows. Ay, ay, with 
al my Heart, quoth Sancho; this will duſt our 1 
res : FAY pure- 
the A Cuſtom in Spain, of fining ſina enders to pay a 
me WW ſnall . of Was by e Uk £ ſome Church, * 
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purely, and won't hurt our Skins. Not fo neither, 

reply'd the Squire of the Wood; for we'll put haf 

dozen of (ſmooth Stones into each Bag, that the Wind 

mayn't blow *em to and fro, and they may play the 

better, and ſo we may bruſh one another's Coats cle. 

verly, and yet do our (elves no great hurt, Body of my 

Father! quoth Sancho, what ſoft ſable Fur, what dainty 

carded Cotton and Lamb's- Wool he crams into the 

Bags, to hinder our making Pap of our Brains, and 

Touch-W ood of our Bones: But I ſay again and again, 
Tam not in a Humour to fight, though they were only 
full of Silk Balls. Let our Maſters fight, and hear 
on'tin another World; but let us drink and live while 
we may, for why ſhould we ſtrive to end our Live 
before their Time and Seaſon; and be ſo eager to ga- 
ther the Plumbs that will drop of themſelves when 
they're ripe? Well, ſaid the Squire of the Wood, for 
all that, we muſt fight half an Hour or ſo. Not: 
Minute, reply'd Sancho J han't the Heart to quar- 
rel with a Gentleman with whom J have been cating 
and drinking. I an't angry with you in the leaſt, and 
were I to be hang'd for't, I could never fight in cold 
Blood. Nay, if that be all, ſaid the Squire of the 
Wood, you ſhall be angry enough, III warrant you; 
for, before we go to't, d'ye ſee, I'll walk up very 
handſomly to you, and lend your Worſhip three or 
four ſound Slaps o'the Chaps, and knock you down; 
which will be ſure to waken your Choler, though it 
ſlept as ſound as a Dormouſe. Nay then, quoth San 
cho, I have a Trick for your Trick, if that be all, 
and you ſhall have as good as you bring, for I will take 
me a pretty middling Leaver, (you underſtand me) 
and before you can awaken My Choler, will I lay 
Yours aſleep ſo faſt, that it ſhall never wake more, 
unleſs in t'other World; where 'tis well known, | 
am one who will let no Man's Fiſt duſt My Noſe. 


Let-every Man look before he leaps, Many * 7 
| mans *. 
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Wool, that go home ſhorn, No Man knows what 
Pother can do: So Friend, let every Man's Choler 
eo with him: Bleſſed are the Peace-makers, and 
rled are the Peace-breakers A baited Cat may turn 
& fierce as a Lion. Who knows then what I that am 


Man may turn to, if Pm provok'd. Take it there- 
ly Wir: for a Warning from me, Squire, that all the 
5 Miſchief you may be hatching in this manner ſhall 
$ 


Fe at your Door. Well, ſaid t'other, 'twill be Day 
", on, and then we ſhall ſee what's to be done. 
nana now a thouſand Sorts of pretty Birds began 
ar We warble in the T recs, and with their various chear- 
e Notes ſeem's to falute the freſh Aurora, who then 
es play'd her rifing Beauties through the Gates and 
ches of the Faff, and cently ſhook from her dewy 
Locks a Shower of liquid Pearls, ſprinkling and en- 
ching the verdant Meads with that reviving Trea- 
Fre, which ſeemed to ſpring and drop from the bend- 
e Leaves. The Willows diftilFd their delicious 
Elana, the Rivulets fondly murmur'd, the Fountains 
mil'd, the Woods were cheer'd, the Fields enrich'd 
Jt her Approach. But no ſooner the dawning Light 
&call'd Diſtinction, than the firſt thing that preſent- 
Nitſelf to Sancho's View, was the Squire of the Wood's 
Koſe, which was ſo big that it overſhadow'd almoſt 
Jis whole Body. In ſhort, 'tis ſaid to have been of a 
Ponſtrous Size, crooked in the middle, ſtudded with 
Parts and Carbuncles, tawny as a Ruſſet-Pippin, 
In hanging down ſome two Fingers below his Mouth, 


| 1 The unreaſonable Bulk, diſmal Hue, Protuberancy, 
n Crookedneſs of that Note ſo disfigur'd the Squire, 
* hat Sancho was ſeiz d with a Trembling at the Sight, 
* ke a Child in Convulſions, and reſolved now to take 


vo hundred Cuffs, before his Choler ſhould awaken 
encounter ſuch a Hobgoblin. As for Don Quixote, 
e fix d his Eyes upon his Antagoniſt ; but as his Hel- 
et was on, and he had pull'd down the Bever, his 
Vor. III. 5 Face 
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e could not Ge ſeen, however, he obſerv'd him t 


be ſtrong- limb'd, though not very tall. Over his A. 
mour he wore a Coat that look'd like Cloth of Gol, WF 
over-ſpread with Looking: glaſſes (Mirrors) cut ii WE 

alf Meons, which made a. very glittering Show: p 
A large Plume of yellow, green, and white Feathe:, L 
waved about his Hewes: and his Lance, which |, K 
had ſet up againſt a Tree, was very thick and hn. & 


with a. Steel Head a Foot in Length. Don Qt 
ſ urvey'd every Particular, and from his Obſervation, 1 
judged him to be a Man of great Strength. But al 1 
this was ſo far from daunting his Courage, like Sar WW. 
cho, that, with a gallant Deportment, Sir Knight «if 
the Mirrors, ſaid he, if your eager Deſire of Comba i, 
has not made you deaf to the Intreatics of Civility, ls 1 
pleas'd to lift up your Bever a-while, that I may ſe 
whether the Gracefulneſs of your Face equals that d 
your Body. Whether you be Vanqniſh'd or Victor ion 
in this Enterprize, anſwer'd the Knight of the Mir. 
rors, you ſhall have Leiſure enough to ſec my Face: 
I cannot at preſent ſatisfy your Curioſity ; for every 
Moment of Delay from Combat is, in my Thoughts 
a Wrong done. to the Beautiful Caſildea de Vandalii 
However, reply*'d Don Quixote, while we get a Horſe 
back; you may tell me whether I be the ſame Dor 
Quixote whom you pretend to have overcome ? loi 

this I anſwer you, ſaid the Knight of the Mirror, 
vou are as like the Knight I vanquiſh'd as one Egg 
ike another. But conſidering what you tell me, th 
ou are perſecuted by Inchanters, I dare not aim 
that you are the ſame. *T'is enough for me, ſaid Do 
Aulxote, that you believe you may be in Error; bu 
that I may entirely rid your Doubts, let's to Hori; 
for if Providence, my Miſtreſs, and my Arm aſſiſt no 
I will fee your Face in leſs time than it would hate 
coſt you to have lifted up your Bever, and make you 
know that I am not that Don Quixote whom * 
| talk 
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talk'd of having vanquiſhed. This ſaid, without any 
more Words they mounted. Don Quixote wheel'd 
bout with Rozinante, to take Ground for the Career; 
he Knight of the Mirrors did the like. But before 
Don Quite had rid twenty Paces, he heard him call 
o him : So meeting each other half way, Remember 
Er Knight, cry'd he, the Conditions on which we 
cht; the Vanquiſh'd, as I told you before, ſhall be 
bt the Mercy of the Conqueror, I grant it, anſwer'd 
Pon Quixote, provided the Victor impoſes nothing on 
him that derogates from the Laws of Chivalry. I 
mean no otherwiſe, reply'd the Knight of the Mir- 
vors. At the ſame time Don Putrxote happen'd to caſt 

his Eve on the Squire's ſtrange Noſe, and wonder'd no 
Nes at the Sight of it than Sancho, taking him to be 


tete 
IW, 

al 
an- 
0 
bat 

be 


et out to take ſo much Diſtance as was fit to return 
oon his Enemy with greater Force, would not truſt 
Air Wimſclf alone with Squire Nye, fearing the greater 
ace: ¶ Mould be too hard for the leſs, and either that or Fear 
ver} WWhould ſtrike him to the Ground. This made him run 


ohts Iſter his Maſter, till he had taken hold of Rozinante's 
lala Ptirrup Leathers; and when he thought him ey to 


ole burn back to take his Career, Good your Worſhip, 
Daß ry'd be, before you run upon your Enemy, help me 
Ty , 7 75 P 


o get up into yon Cork-tree, where I may better, 


[1015 Wand much more to my liking, ſee your brave Battle 
eich the Knight. I rather believe, faid Don Quixote, 
» tht Whou wanteſt to be pearched up yonder as on a Scaf- 
am Wold, to ſee the Bull - baiting without Danger. To 
i gell you the Truth, quoth Sancho, that Fellow's un- 
3 Du 


tonſcionable Noſe has ſo frighted me, that I dare not 

Fay within his Reach, It is indeed ſuch a Sight, ſaid 
Won Quixote, as might affect with Fear, any other but 
Þy ſelt; and therefore come, I'll help thee up. Now 
Fhile Sancho was climbing up the Tree, with his Mat. 


F 2 much 


„b 
' le Wh ather a Monſter than a Man, Sancho ſeeing his Maſler 


er's Afhſtance, the Knight of the Mirrors took as 
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much Ground as he thought proper for his Carec; , 
and imagining Don Quixote had done the ſame, hs 
faced about, without expecting the T'rumpet's Sound. 


or any other Signal for a Charge, and with his Hot”; 
full Speed, which was no more than a middling T'ror, 


(for he was neither more promiſing, nor a better Per. 
former than Rozinante) he went to encounter his L. 
nemy. But ſeeing him buſy in helping up his Squire. le 
held in his Steed, and {topped in the middle of the Ca. 


reer, for which the Horſe was mightily oblig'd to him, 


being already ſcarce able to ſtir a Foot farther. Don 
Quixote, who thought his Enemy was flying upon him, 
ſet ſpurs to Roxmante's hinder Flank vigorouſly, n. 


ſo waken'd his Mettle, that the Story ſays, this wa 


the only Time he was known to gallop a little, tor at 
all others, down-right Trotting was his beſt. With 
this unuſual Fury, he ſoon got to the Place where |: 
Opponent was ſtriking his Spurs into his Horſe's Side 
up to the very Rowels, without being able to make 
him ſtir an Inch from the Spot. Now while he vas 
thus goading him on, and at the ſame timeencumber' 
with his Lance, either not knowing how to ſet it inthe 
Reſt, or wanting Time to do it, Don Quixote, who 
took no notice of his Diſorder, encounter'd him with- 
out Danger fo furiouſly, that the Knight of the Mir: 
rors was hurry'd, in ſpite of his Teeth, over his Horl:'s 
Crupper, and was ſo hurt with falling to the Ground, 


that he lay without Motion, or any Sign of Lite. Sau- 


cho no ſooner ſaw him fallen, but down he comes ſlid- 
ing from the Tree, and runs to his Maſter ; who har- 
ing diſmounted, was got upon the Knight of the Mir- 
rors, and was unlacing his Helmet, to ſee if he were 
dead or alive, and give him Air. But who can relate 
what he ſaw, when he ſaw the Face of the Knigt o 
the Mirrors, without raiſing Wonder, Amazement, 
or Aſtoniſhmeat in thoſe that ſhall hear it? He lay, 
fays the Hiftory, in that Face, the very Viſage, 
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very Aſpect the very Phyſiognomy, the very Make, 
che very Features, the very Effigy of the Batchelor 
„Lan pen Carraſco. Come Sancho, cry'd he, as he ſaw 
' WW it, come hither, look and admire what thou may*[t 
© (ce, vet not believe. Haſte, my Friend, and mark the 
„Power of Magick; What Sorcerers and Inchanters 
. can do! Sanchs drew near, and ſeeing the Batchelor 
: WE Somp/on Carraſco's Face, began to croſs himſelf a thou- 
„ W find times, and bleſs himſelf as many more. The 
. poor defeated Knight all this while gave no Sign of 
on Liſe: Sir, quoth Sancho to his Maſter, if you'll be 


m. rul'd by me, make ſure work: Right or wrong, e'en 
ni {MW thruſt your Sword down this Fellow's Throat that's 
is WE fo like the Batchelor Sampſon Carraſco; and ſo may- 
at haps in him you may chance to murder one of thoſe 
in bitter Dogs, thoſe Inchanters that haunt you ſo. That 
11; WW Thought's not amiſs," ſaid Don Quixote; and with 
cs WF that drawing his Sword, he was going to put Sanchs's 
ae Advice in Execution, hen the Knight's Squire came 


was WF running without the Noſe that fo diſguiſed him be- 
rd fore; and calling to Don Quixote, Hold, Noble Don 
the WW 21:ixote, cry'd he! Fake heed! Beware! Tis your 
who WF Friend Sampſon Carraſco, that now lies at your Wor- 


ith- WW 1ip's Mercy, and I am his Squire. And where's your 
ir- Noſe, quoth Sancho, ſeeing him now without Dif 
res WM £uife? Here in my Pocket anſwer'd the Squire, and 
1nd, b ſaying, he pulFd out the Noſe of a Varnifhvd Paſte» 
Ha- board Vizard, ſuch as it has been deſcrib'd. Sancho 
- having inore and more ſtar'd him in the Face with 
han- great Earneſtneſs, Bleſſed Virgin defend me, quoth 
Mi- be! Who's this? Thomas Cecial, my Friend and Neigh- 
were ! bour ? The ſame, Friend Sancho, quoth the Squire! 
relate 'm tell you anon by what Tricks and Wheedles he 
11t ei was inveigl'd to come hither. Mean while defire your 


| Maſter not to miſuſe, nor ſlay, nor meddle in the 
leaſt with-the Knight of the Mirrors, that now lies 
at his Mercy; for there's nothing more ſure than that 
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tis our ill- advisd Countryman Sampſon Carraſco, an 
no body elſe. 
By this time the Knight of the Mirrors began tg 
come to himſelf ; which when Don Quixste obſery', 
ſetting the Point of his Sword to his Throat, "Thou 
dy'ſt, Knight, cry'd he, if thou refuſe to confeſs that 
the peerlefs Dulcinea del Toboſo excels thy Cafildea tt 
Vandalia in Beauty. Beſides this, thou ſhatt promiſe 
(if thou eſcape with Life from this Combat) to go ty 
the City of Tobe/o ; where, as from Me, thou ſhalt 
prefent thy {elf before the Miſtreſs of my Defires, and 
reſign thy Perſon to her Diſpoſal : If ſhe leaves thee 
to thy own, then thou ſhalt come back to me, (for 
the Track of my Exploits will be thy Guide) and thou 
ſhalt give me an Account of the Tranſaction between 
her and thee, "Theſe Conditions are conformable to 
our Agreement before the Combat, and do not tran'- 
greſs the Rules of Knight-Errantry. Ido confeſs, ſaid 
the diſcomfited Knight, that the Lady Dulcinea dil 
Taboſo's ripp'd and dirty Shoe is preferable to the clean, 
though ill- comb'd Locks of Caſildea; and I promiſe 
to go to her, and come from her Preſence to yours, 
— you a full and true Relation of all you have 
enjoin'd me. You ſhall alſo confeſs and believe, ad- 
ded Don Quixote, that the Knight you vanquiſh' 
neither was nor could be Don. Quixote de la Mancha, 
but ſome body elſe in his Likeneſs; as I on the other 
fide do confeſs and believe, that though you ſeem to 
be the Batchelor Sampſon Carraſco, you are not he, 
but ſome other whom my Enemies have transformed 
into his Reſemblance, to aſſuage the Violence of my 
Wrath, and make me entertain with Moderation the 
Glory of my Victory. All this I confeſs, believe and 
allow, ſaid the Knight; and now I beſeech you let 
me riſe, if the Hurt I have receiv'd by my Fall wil 
ive me leave, for I find myſelf very much bruis d. 
on Quixote help'd him to rife by the Aid of his Squire 
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= 7hmas Cecial, on whom Sancho fixed his Eyes all the 
while, aſking him a thouſand Queſtions; the Anſwers 
to which convinced him, that he was the real Thomas 
Cecial, as he ſaid, though the Cunceit of what was 
told him by his Maſter, that the Magicians had trans- 
form'd the Knight of the Mirrors into Sampſon Cur- 
roſco, had made ſuch an Impreſſion on his Fancy, 
that he could not believe the Teſtimony of His own 
Eyes. In ſhort, the Maſter and the Man perſiſted in 
their Error, The Knight of the Mirrors and his Squire, 
much out of Humour, and much out of Order, lett 
Don Quixote, to go to ſome Town where, he might 
get ſome Ointments and Plaiſters for his Ribs. Don 
Quixote an Sancho continued their Progreſs for Sargs+ 
goſa ; wheie the Hiſtory leaves them, to relate who 
the Knight of the Mirrors and his Squire were, 


— — 
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Giving an Account who the Knight of the 
/ — Mirrors and his Squire were. 


ene 
ON Quixote went on extremely pleas'd, and 
Joyful, priding himſelt and glorifying in the 
Ictory he had got over ſo valiant a Knight, as the 
Knight of the Mirrors, and relying on his Parole of 
Honour, which he could not violate, without forfeits 
ing his Title to Chivalry, that he would return to give 
him an Account of his Reception, by which means ht 
expected to hear whether his Miftreſs continued un- 
der the Bonds of Inchantment. But Pon Oulzote 
dream'd of one thing, and the Knight of the Mirrors 
thought of another. His only Care for the preſent was 
how to get cur'd of his Bruiſes. 
Here the Hiſtory relates, That when the Batche- 
lor Carraſco, adviſed Don * to proceed in his 
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former Proſeſſion of Knight-Errantry ; it was the Re. 
ſult of a Conference which he had with the Cura te a 
the Barber, about the beſt means to prevail with Dun 
Suixoteto ſtay quietly at Home, and deſiſt from ram. 
bling after his unlucky Adventures. For Carraſc 
thought, and fo did the reſt, that it was in vain to pre. 
tend to hinder him from going abroad again, and 
therefore the beſt way would be to let him go, and that 
he ſhould meet him by the Way, equipped like: 
Knight-Errant, and ſhould take an Opportunity to; 
Fight, and overcome him, which he might eaſily do; may 
firit making an Agreement with him, that the Van- Ce. 
Huiſhed ſhould ſubmit to the Victor's Diſcretion : & 
that after the Batchelor had Vanquiſhed him, he ſhoull Wb fam 
command him to return to his Houſe and Village, and the 
not offer to depart thence in two Years, without Pcr- WW rep! 
miſſion; which it was not doubted but Don 21x: WM 2 | 
would religiouſly obſerve, for fear of infringing the able 
Laws of Chivalry; and in this Time they hoped be neit 
might be weaned of his Frantick Imaginations, tun! 
they might find ſome means to cure him of his Mad- ner 
neſs. Carraſes undertook this Taſk, and Thomas C:- ing 
cial, a briſk, pleaſant Fellow, Saucho's Neighbour and For 
Goſſip, proffered to be his Squire. Sampſon equipped bru 
himſelf, as you have heard, and Thomas Cecial fitted a and 
huge Paſte-board-Noſe to his own, that his Goſſip Son- ¶ ke 
cho might not know him when they met, Then they Wh #2? 
follow'd Don Quixote ſo cloſe, that they had like to Wil 9 
mae overtaken him in the midſt of his Adventure 
With the Chariot of Death; and at laſt, they found WF © 
bim in the Wood, that happened to be the Scene of 
their Encounter, which might have proved more fatal 
to the Batchelor, and had ſpoiled him for ever from V 
taking another Degree, had not Non Quixote been ſo 
obſtinate, in not believing him to be the ſame Man, 
And now Thomas Ceciat, ſecing the ill Succeſs of 1 
their Journey; by my Troth! ſaid he, Maſter Car- 


raſc, 


E yaſco 
beg! 
Don 
yet! 
Land 
Dur 


— — 
—̃¶ m —— 
m— —ͤ]— —— — 


of the Renown'd Don Quixote. 129 


„%, we have been ſerved well enough. Tis eaſy to 
begin a Buſineſs, but a hard matter to go through. 
Don Quixote is Mad, and we think our ſelves Wile ; 
yet he is goneaway ſound, and laughing in his Sleeve 
and your Worſhip is left here well bang'd, and in the 
EDumps: Now pray who is the greateſt Madman, he 
that is ſo becauſe he cannot help it, or he that is ſo for 
his Pleaſure ? The Difference is, anſwer'd the Batche- 
bor, that he that can't help being Mad, will always be 
Eo; but he that only plays the Fool for his Fancy, 
may give over when he pleaſes. Well then, quoth 
Cecial, I, who was pleaſed to play the Fool in going 
Ja Squire-Erranting with your Worſhip, for the ſelf- 
Lame Reaſon will give it over now, and even make 
che beſt of my way home again. Do as you will, 
| replied Carraſco, but it is a Folly to think I ever will 
go home, till I have ſwingeingly paid that unaccount- 
able Madman. It is not that he may recover his Wits 
neither: No, it is pure Revenge now, for the Pain 
in my Bones won't give me leave to have any man- 
ner of Charity for him. "Thus they went on Diſcourſ- 
ing, till at laſt they got to a Town, where, by good 
Fortune, they met with a Bones ſetter, who gave the 
bruiſed Batchelor ſome Eaſe. Thomas Cecial left him, 
and went Home, while the other ſtaid to meditatg 
Revenge, In due time the Hiſtory will ſpeak of him 
again, but muſt not now forget to entertain you with 
Don Quixote's Joy. 
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Mat happend to Don Quixote, with a ſober 
Gentlemaa of la Mancha. 


D% Quixote purſued his Journey, full, as we 
ſaid before, of Joy and Satisfaction; his late 
Fs Vic- 
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Victory made him eſtcem himſelf the moſt Valian 
K night-Errant of the Age. He counted all his futur 
Adventures as already finiſh'd and happily atchiey', 
He defy'd all Inchantments and Inchanters. No lon- 
ger did he remember the innumerable Blows he had 
receiv*d inthe Courſe of his Errantry, nor the Shower 
of Stones that had daſh'd out half of his Teeth, nor 
the Ingratitude of the Galley-Slaves, nor the Inſo- 
lence of the Tangucſian Carriers, that had fo abomi- 
nably batter'd his Ribs with their Pack-ſtaves. In 
ſhort, he concluded with himſelf, that if he cou'd but 
by any manner of Means diflolve the Inchantment of 
his adored Dulcinea, he ſhould have no need to envy 
the greateſt Felicity that ever was, or ever could be 
attained by the moſt fortunate Kight in the habita- 
ble Globe, While he was. wholly employ'd in theſe 
pleaſing Imaginations; Sir, quoth Sancho to him, is it 
not a pleaſant thing that I can't for the Blood of me, 
put out of my Mind that huge unconſcionable Noſe, 
and whapping Noftrils of Thomas Cecial my Gol- 
ſip? How Sancho, anſwer'd Don Quixote, do'it thou 
ftill believe, that the Knight of the Mirrors was the 
Batcheler 2 and that Thomas Cecial was his 
Squire? I don't know what to ſay to't, quoth Sancho, 
but this I'm ſure of, that no body but He cou'd give me 
thoſe Items of my Houſe, and of my Wife and Chik 
dren as he did. Beſides when his hugeous Noſe was off, 
he had Tom. Cecial's Face to a Hair. I ought to know 
it I think: I have ſeen it a Hundred and a Hundred 
times, for we are but next-door Neighbours ; and 
then he had his Speech to a Tittle. Come on, re- 
turn'd Don Quixote; let us reaſon upon this Buſinels. 
How can it enter into any one's Imagination, that the 
Batchelor Sampſon 28 ſhou'd come Arm'd at 
all Points like a Knight-Errant, on purpoſe to Fight 
with Me? Have I ever been his Enemy, or given 
him any Occaſion to be mine? Am Ihis Rival ? oe 


has he taken up the Profeſſion of Arms, in Envy of 
the Glory which I have purchas'd by my Sword? 
Ay, but then, reply'd Sancho, what ſhall we ſay 
to the Reſemblance between this ſame Knight, 
E whoever he be, and the Batchelor Carraſco, and 
the Likeneſs between his Squire and my Goflip ? 
Ik 'tis an Inchantment, as your Worſhip ſays, were 
| there no other People in the World but they two, to 
make 'em like? All, all, cry'd Don 2uixote, is the 
| Artifice and Deluſion of thoſe malevolent Magicians 
that perſecute me, who, foreſeeing that I ſhou'd get 
the Victory, diſguiſed their Vanquiſh'd Property un- 
der the Reſemblance of my Friend the Batchelor ; 
that at the Sight, my Friendſhip might interpoſe be- 
tween the Edge of my Sword, and moderate my juſt 
Reſentment, and ſo reſcue him from Death, who 
baſely had attempted on my Life, But thou, 
Sancho, by Experience, which cou'd not deceive 
> thee, know'ſt how eaſy a Matter *tis for Magicians 
to tranſmute the Face of any one into another Re- 
& ſemblance, fair into foul, and foul again into fair; 
ſince not two Days ago, with thy own Eyes thou 
beheld'ſt the Peerleſs Dulcinea in her natural State of 
| Beauty and Proportion: when I, the Object of their 
Envy, ſaw her in the homely Diſguiſe of a Blear- 
| ey'd, Fetid, Ugly Country-Wench, Why then 
& ſhould'{ thou wonder fo much at the frightful Tranſ- 
formation of the Batchelor and thy Neighbour Cecial ? 
But however, this is a Comfort to me, that I got the 
| better of my Enemy, whatſoever Shape he affum d. 
Well, quoth Sancho, Heaven knows the Truth of 
all things. This was all the Anſwer he thought fit to 
make; for as he knew that the Transformation of 
Dulcinea was only a Trick of his own, he was willing 
to wave the Diſcourſe, though he was the leſs ſatiſ- 
45 in his Maſter's Chimeras; but fear'd to drop 
ome Word that might have betray'd his Roguery. 
hile 
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1 1. The Life and Atchievements 


hile they were in this Converſation, they were 
overtaken by a Gentleman, mounted on a very fine 
Flea-bitten Mare. He had on a Riding- Coat of fine 
Green Cloth, fac'd with Murry-colour'd Velvet, 2 


- Hunter's Cap of the ſame. The Furniture of hi; 


Mare was Country-like, and after the Jennet-faſhion, 
and alſo Murry and Green. By his Side hung 
Mooriſb Scimitar, in a large Belt of Green and Gold, 
His Buſkins were of the ſame Work with his Bt: 
His Spurs were not Gilt, but Burniſh'd ſo well with 
a certain green Varniſh, that they look'd better, tg 
ſuit with the reſt of his Equipage, than if they hid 
been of pure Gold, As he came up with them, he 
very civilly faluted them, and clapping Spurs to his 
Mare, began to leave *em behind him. Thereupon 
Don Quixote call'd to him: Sir, cry'd he, if youare 
not in too much haſte, we ſhould be glad of the Fa- 
vour of your Company, fo far as you Travel this Road, 
Indecd, anſwer'd the Gentleman, I had not thus 


Rid by you, but that Pmafraid your Horſe may prove 


unruly with my Mare. If that be all, Sir, quoth 
Sancho, you may hold in your Mare; for our Horſe 
here is the Honeſteſt and Sobereſt Horſe in the World; 
he is not 1n the leaſt given to do any naughty thing on 
ſuch Occaſions, Once upon a time indeed, he hay- 
pen'd to forget himſelf, and go aftray ; but then te, 
and I, and my Maſter ru d for't, with a Vengeance, 
I tell you again, Sir, you may fafely ſtay if you pleaſe, 
for if your Mare were to be ſerv'd up to him in a Diſh, 
Fithy my Life he would not ſu much as touch her, 
Upon this, the Traveller ſtopp'd his Mare, and did 
not a little gaze at the Ficure and Countenance of our 
Knight, who rode without his Helmet, which, like 
a Wallet, hung at the Saddle-bovr of Sancho's Ass. It 
the Gentleman in green gaz'd on Don Quixote, Don 
Quixote look'd no lefs upon him, judging him to be 
ſome Man of Conſequence, His Age yy abort 

uty; 
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Fifty; be had ſome gray Hairs, a ſharp Look, and a 
| ocave yet pleaſing Aſpect. In ſhort, his Mien and 
Appearance ſpoke him a Man of Quality. When he 
| look'd on Don Qxixate, he thought he had never be- 
held before ſuch a ſtrange appearance of a Man. He 
could not but admire at the Lankneſs of his Horſe; 
he conſider'd then the Long - back'd, Raw- bon'd 
Thing that beſtrid him; His wan, meagre Face, his 
Air, his Gravity, his Arms and Equipage; ſuch a 
Figure, as perhaps had not been ſeen in that Country 
time out of mind. Don Quixote obſerved how intent 
the travelling Gentleman had been in ſurveying him, 
and reading his Deſire in his Surprize, as he was the 
very Pink of Courteſy and fond of pleaſing every one, 
without ſtaying till he ſhould queſtion him, he thought 
fit to prevent him. Sir, ſaid he, that you are ſur- 
| priz'd at this Figure of mine, which appears ſo new 
and exotick, I do not wonder in the leaſt; but your 


1s WF Admiration will ceaſe when I have inform'd you, that 
© lam one of thoſe Knights who go in queſt of Adven- 
hn WE tures, I have left my Country, Mortgaged my Eſtate, 
'c quitted my Pleaſures, and thrown my ſelf into the 
Arms of Fortune. My deſign was to give a new Lite 
n WE to Knight-Errantry, that ſo long has been loſt to the 
— World; and thus, after infinite Leis and Hardſhips 
e, Wh ſometimes ſtumbling, ſometimes falluig, cating 
c, Wh myſelf headlong in one place, aud riſing again in auo- 
e, ther, I have compaſs'd a great part cf my Deſire, re- 
h, WF licving Widows, protecting Damſcls, aſſiſting Mar- 
T, yd Women and Orphans, the proper and natural 


id Office of Knights- Errant ; and iv by many Valorous 
and. Chriſtian-like Atchievements, I have merited the 
Honour of the Preſs in almoit all the Nations of the 
World. Thirty thouſand Volumes of my Hiſtory 
have been printed already, and thirty thouſand Mil- 
lions mare are like to be printed, 'if Heaven prevent 
not. In ſhort, to ſum up all in one Word, know, I 

am 


bu 
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am Don Quixote de Ia Mancha, otherwiſe call'd, Th 
Knight of the Woful Figure ; I own it leffens the 
value of Praiſe to be the Publiſher of its own ſelf ; yet 
*tis what I am ſometimes forc'd to, when there i; 
none preſent to do me Juſtice. And now, good Sir, 
no longer let this Steed, this Lance, this Shield, this 
Armour, nor this Squire, nor the Paleneſs of my Looks, 
nor my exhauſted Body, move your Admiration, 
fince you know who I am, and the Profeſſion I fol 
low. Having faid this, Don Quixote was ſilent, and 
the Gentleman in Green, by his delaying to anſwer 
him, ſeem'd as if he did not intend to make any Re- 
turn. But at laſt, after ſome pauſe ; Sir Knight, ſaid 
he, you were ſenſible of my Curioſity by my Looks, 
and were pleas'd to ſay my Wonder wou'd ceaſe when 
you had inform'd me who you was; but I muſt con- 
feſs, ſince you have done that, I remain no leſs ſur- 
priz'd and amaz'd than ever. For is it poſſible there 
ſhould be at this time any Knights-Errant in the 
World, or that there ſhou'd be atrue Hiſtory of a living 
EK night-Errant in Print? I cannot perſuade myſelt 
there is any body now upon Earth that relieves Wi- 
dows, protects Damſels, or aſſiſts Married Women and 
Orphans ; and I ſhould ſtill have been of the ſameMind, 
had not my Eyes afforded me a fight of ſuch a Perſon 
as yourſelf, Now Heaven be prais'd, for this Hiſtory 
of your true and noble Feats of Arms, which you ſay 
is in Print, will blot out the Memory of all thoſe 
idle Romances of pretented Knights-Errant that have 
ſo fill'd and peſter'd the World, to the detriment of 
good Education, and the Prejudice and Diſhonour of 
true Hiſtory, There is a great deal to be ſaid, an- 
ſwer'd Don Quixote, for the Truth of Hiſtories of 
Enight- Errantry, as well as againſt it. How, re- 
turn'd the Gentleman in Green ! Is there any Body 
living who makes the leaſt Scruple but that they are 
falſe. Yes, Sir, myſelf for one, ſaid Don * 
ut 
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© But let that paſs: If we continue any time together 
on the Road, I hope to convince you that you have 


been to blame in ſuffering yourſelf to be carry'd away 
with the Stream of Mankind that generally diſbelieves 


em. The Traveller at this Diſcourſe, began to have 
| a Suſpicion that Don Quixote was diſtracted, and ex- 


pected the next Words would confirm him in that 


Opinion: But before they enter'd into any further 


Converſation, Don Quixote begg'd him to acquaint 


him who he was, ſince he had given him ſome Ac- 


count of his own Life and Condition, Sir Knight of 
the Woful Figure, anſwer'd the other, I am a Gen- 
tleman, born at a Village, where God willing, we 


hall dine by and by, y Name is Don Diego de 


Miranda, I have a reaſonable Competency, I paſs 
my time contentedly with my Wife, my Children and 


my Friends; My uſual Diverſions are Hunting and 


Fiſhing ; yet I keep neither Hawks nor Hounds, but 
ſome tame Partridges and a Ferret, I haveabout Three 
or Fourſcore Books, ſome Spaniſh, ſome Latin; ſome 


of . and others of Divinity. But for Books of 
Knight-Errantry; none ever came within my Doors. 
lam more inclinable to read thoſe that are Profane 


than thoſe of Devotion, if they be ſuch as yield an 
innocent Amuſement, and are agreeable for their 
Style, and ſurprizing for their Invention, tho' we 


have but few of 'em in our Language. Sometimes I 
cat with my Neighbours and Friends, and often 1 


invite em to do the like with me. My Treats are 


clean and handſome, neither penurious nor ſuperflu- 
ous. I am not given to murmur and backbite, nor 
do I love to hear others do it. I am no curious In- 
| qurer into the Lives and Actions of other People. 


very Day I hear Divine Service, and give to the 


| Poor, without making a Shew of it, or preſuming on 
| 2 good Deeds, left I ſhould give way to Hypocriſy 
| an 


ain- glory; Enemies that too eaſily poſſeſs them- 
| ſelves 
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ſelves of the beſt guarded Hearts. I endeavour to re. 
concile thoſe that are at Variance. I pay my Devotion 
to the Bleſſed Virgin, and ever truſt in Heaven's in- 
finite Mercy. Sancho liſten'd with great Attention to 
this Relation of the Gentleman's way of Living; and 
believing that a Perſon who had led ſo good and pious 
a Life, was able towork Miracles, he jump'd in haſte 
from his Aſs, and catching hold of his right Stirrup, 
with Tears in his Eyes and Devotion in his Heart, 
fell a kifling his Foot. What's the Matter, Friend, 
cry'd the Gentleman, wondring at his proceeding! 
What is the meaning of this Kiſſing? Oh! good Sir, 
quoth Sancho, Let me kiſs that dear Foot of yours, I 
beſeech you; for you are certainly the firſt Saint on 
Horſe- back I ever ſaw in my born Days. Alas ! re- 
plied the Gentleman, I am no Saint but a great Sin- 
ner: You indeed, Friend, I believe are a good Soul, 
as appears by your Simplicity. With that Sarch» re- 
turn'd to his Pack-Saddle, having by this Action pro- 
vok'd the profound Gravity of his Maſter to ſmile, 
and cauſed new Admiration in Don Diego. And now 
Don Quixote enquires of him, how many Children he 
had, telling him at the ſame time, that among the 
things in which the Ancient Philoſophers, who had 
not the true Knowledge of God, made Happincis 
conſiſt, as the Advantages of Nature and Fortune, 
one was, to have many Friends and a numerous and 
Vertuous Offspring. | have a Son, Sir Knight, an- 
ſwer' d the Gentleman; and perhaps if I had him not, 
I ſhou'd not think myſelf the more unhappy; not that 
he is ſo bad neither; but becauſe he is not ſo good as 
I wou'd have him. He is Eighteen Years of Age; 
the laſt Six he has ſpent at Salamanca to perfect him- 
ſelf in his Latin and Greet. But, when I wou'd have 
had him to have proceeded to the Study of other Sci- 
ences, I found him fo engag'd in that of Poetry, if it 


may be call'd a Science, that *twas impoſſible to abs 
| im 
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him look either to the Study of the Law, which I in- 
tended him for, or of Divinity, the nobleſt Part of 
all Learning. I was in hopes he might have become 
an honour to his Family, living in an Age in which 
good and vertuous Literature is highly favour'd and 
| rewarded by Princes; for Learning without Vertue, 
| i; like a Pearl upon a Dunghill. He now ſpends whole 
Days in examining, whether Flomer in ſuch a Verſe of 
his Iliads, ſays well or no? Whether ſuch an Epigram 
in Martial ought not to be expung'd for Obſcenity ? 
And whether ſuch and ſuch Verſes in Virgil are to be 
taken in ſuch a. Senſe, or otherwiſe, In ſhort, his 
| whole Converſe is with the celebrated Poets, with 
Horace and Perſius, Juvenal, and Tibullus. But as 
| for modern Rhimers, he has but an indifferent Opi- 
nion of 'em. And yet for all this Diſguſt of Spaniſb 
Poctry, he is now breaking his Brain upon a Para- 
phraſe or Gloſs on four Verſes that were ſent him from 
the Univerfity, and which I think are deſign'd for a 
Prize, Sir, reply'd Don Quite, Children are the 
Fleſh and Blood of their Parents, and, whether good 
or bad, are to be cheriſh'd as part of ourſelves. *Tis 
the Duty of a Father to train *em up from their ten- 
dereſt Years in the Paths of Vertue, in good Diſcipline 
and Chriſtian Principles, that when they advance m 
Years they may become the Staff and Support of their 
Parents Age, and the Glory of their Poſterity. But 
is for forcing them to this or that Study, *tis a thing 
don't ſo well approve, Perſuaſion is all, I think, 
that is proper in ſuch a caſe; eſpecially when they 
are ſo Fortunate as to be above ſtudying for Bread, as 
laing Parents that can provide for their future Sub- 
n- WW iftence, they ought in my Opinion to be indulged in 
e dhe Purſuit of that Science to which their own Genius 
-1- Weives them the moſt Inclination. For though the Art 
it Wot Poetry is not fo profitable as delightful, yet it is 
ke ¶ none of thoſe that diſgrace the ingenious Proſeſſor. 
im Poetry, 
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Poetry, Sir, in my Judgment, is like a tender Vir. 


gin in her Bloom, Beautiful and Charming to A maze. WR 

ment: All the other Sciences are ſo many Virgins, WK (pi 
whoſe Care it is to Enrich, Poliſh and Adorn her, WF C1 
and as ſhe is to make uſe of them all, ſo are they al Bu 
to have from her a grateful Acknowledgment. hut Po 
this Virgin muſt not be roughly handl'd, nor drag of 
along the Street, nor expos'd to every Market-plice, au 


and Corner of great Men's Houſes. A good Poe: i; 
a kind of an Alchymiſt, who can turn the Matter he? 
prepares into the pureſt Gold and an ineſtimabe Po 
Treaſure, But he muſt keep his Muſe within the I. 
Rules of Decency, and not let her proſtitute her E- che 
cellency in lewd Satires and Lampoons, nor in licen- Wl po 
tious Sonnets, ' She muſt not be Mercenary, though . 
ſhe need not give away the Profits ſhe may claim from {1 
Heroick Poems, deep Tragedies, and Pleaſant and the 
Artful Comedies. She is not to be attempted by MF OY 
Buffoons, nor by the Ignorant Vulgar, whoſe Capa- be 
city can never reach to a due Senſe of the Treaſure: * 
that are lock'd up in her. And know, Sir, that wi 
when I mention the Vulgar, I don't mean only the WF 19 
common Rabble; for whoever is ignorant, be be dt; 
Lord or Prince, is to be lifted in the Number of the W be 
Vulgar. But whoever ſhall apply himſelf to the Muſe; dei 
with thoſe Qualifications, which, as I ſaid, arc f 
eſſential to the Character of a good Poet, his Name WW» * 
ſhall be Famous, and valu'd in all the poliſh'd Na- 
tions of the World. And as to what you ſay, Sir, that WW ©* 

our Son does not much eſteem our Modern Poetry; leſ 
in my Opinion, he is ſomewhat to blame; and my e 
Reaſon is this: Homer never wrote in Latin, becauſe Rt 
he was a Grecian ; nor did Virgil write in Greek, be- Ve 
cauſe Latin was the Language of his Country: [n 0 
ſhort, all your Ancient Poets wrote in their Mother 


Tongue, and did not ſeek other Languages to expre!s Er 
their lofty Thoughts. And thus, it wou'd be wel “ 


that 
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that Cuſtom ſhou'd extend to every Nation; there 
being no Reaſon that a German Poet ſhou'd be de- 
ſoiſed, becauſe he writes in his own Tongue; or a 
| Coftilian or Biſcayner, becauſe they write in theirs. 
hut I ſuppoſe, your Son does not miſlike Modern 
Poetry, but ſuch Modern Poets as have no Tincture 
of any other Language or Science, that may adorn, 
© awaken, and aſſiſt their Natural Impulſe. Though 
| even in this too there may be Error. For, *tis belicv'd, 
and not without Reaſon, that a Poet is naturally a 
Poet from his Mother's Womb, and that, with the 
Talent which Heaven has infus'd into him, without 
the Help of Study or Art, he may produce theſe Com- 
| poſitions that verify that Saying, E Deus in nobis, 
Ec. Not but that a natural Poet, that improves him- 


ſelf by Art, ſhall be much more accompliſh*d, and have 
the — of him that has no Title to Poetry but 


by his Knowledge in the Art; becauſe Art cannot go 
beyond Nature, but only adds to its Profection. From 


which. it appears, that the moſt perfect Poet is he 
whom Nature and Art combine to qualify. Let then 
your Son proceed and follow the Guidance of his 
Stars, for being ſo good a Student as I underſtand 
he is, and already got up the firſt Step of the 
dciences, the Knowledge of the Learned Tongues, he 
will eaſily aſcend to the Pinacle of Learning, which 
is no leſs an Honour and an Ornament to a Gentle- 
man, than a Mitre is to a Biſhop, or the long Robe 
to the Civilian. Shou'd your Son write Satires to 
leſſen the Reputation of any Perſon, you wou'd do 
well to take him to "Taſk, and tear his defamatory 
Rhimes; but if he ſtudies to write ſuch Diſcourſes in 
Verſe, to ridicule and explode Vice in general, as 
Horace ſo elegantly did, then encourage him: For a 
Poet's Pen is allow'd to inveigh againſt Envy and 
Envious Men, and ſo againſt other V ices, provided 
it aim not at particular Perſons, But there are hay x 

X Q 
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ſo abandon'd to the Itch of Scurrility, that rade, 
than loſe a villanous Jeſt, they'll venture being t. 
niſh'd to the Iſlands of Pontus *. Tf a Poet is mus 
in his Manners, he will be ſo in his Verſes. The 
Pen is the Tongue of the Mind; the Thoughts thi! 
are formed in the one, and thoſe that are traced hy 
the other, will bear a near Refemblance. And wen 2 
Kings and Princes fee the wonderful Art of Pom 
Hine in prudent, virtuous, and ſolid Subjects, ther 
honour, eſteem, and enrich them, and even crown 
them with Leaves of that Tree, which is ncer o. 
tended by the Thunderbolt, as a Token that nothing 
ſhall offend thoſe whoſe Brows are honour'd and Was 
adorn'd with ſuch Crowns. The Gentleman hear. Nor 
ing Don Quixote expreſs himſelf in this manner, Nba 
Was {truck with ſo much Admiration, that he ben en 
to loſe the bad Opinion he had conceiv*d of his Un- Nhe 
derſtanding. As for Sanchs, who did not much rel le- 
this fine Talk, he took an Opportunity to ſlink aſde that 
in the Middle of it, and went to get a little Milk of dert 
ſome Shepherds that were hard by keeping their dhcey, der 
Now when the Gentleman was going to renew hi Gr 
Diſcourſe, mightily pleas'd with theſe judicious Ob- la 
Jervations, Don Qrixote lifting up his Eyes, perceiv'l Hh 
a Waggon on the Road, ſet round with little Flags, Hit,! 
that appear'd to be the King's Colours; and be&tcvir?) ö 
it to be ſome new Adventure, he call'd out to San poſ 
to bring him his Helmet. Sancho hearing him cal! dit 
aloud, left the Shepherds, and clapping his Heels u., 
1 to Dapple's Sides, came trotting up to e nta 
aſter, to whom there happen'd a moſt territyin; Ih 
and deſperate Adventure. ä 8 WH 
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CH AP; XVII. 


7 18 will find ſet forth the hig heſt and ut- 
| moſt Proof that the great Don Quixote ever 
| ave, or could give of bis incredible Courage; 


with the ſucceſsful Iſſue of the Adventure of 
the Lions. 


2 


HE Hiſtory relates, that Sancho was chaffering 
with the Shepherds for ſome Curds, when Don 
hate called to him; and finding that his Maſter 
eas in haſte, he did not know what to do with em, 
or what to bring 'em in; yet loth to loſe his Pur- 
Tr (for he had already paid for em,) he bethought 
u emſelf at laſt of clapping 'em into the Helmet 
where having 'em ſafe, he went to know his Maſter's 
h WPlcaſure. As ſoon as he came up to him, Give me 
e chat Helmet, Friend, faid the Knight, for if I un- 
 Wederſtand any thing of Adventures, T deſery one yon- 
„er that obliges me to Arm. The Gentleman in 
Green hearing this, look'd about to ſee what was the 
Matter, but could perceive nothing but a Waggon, 
4 Wwhich made towards *em, and by the little Flags about 
„, he judg'd it to be one of the King's Carriages, and 
ohe told Don Quixote. But his Head was too much 
poſſeſs'd with Notions of Adventures to give any Cre- 
ait to what the Gentleman ſaid ; Sir, anſwer'd he, 
-ere-warn'd, fore-arm'd; a Man loſes nothing by 
We ftanding on his Guard, I know by Experience, that 
J have Enemies viſible and inviſible, and I cannot tell 
when, nor where, nor in what Shape they may at- 
tack me. At the ſame time he ſnatch'd the Helmet 
out of Sancho's Hands, before he could diſcharge it 
of the Curds, and clapp'd it on his Head, without 
examining the Contents. Now the Curds being 
| [queezed between his bare Crown and the Iron, the 
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Whey began to run all about his Face and Beard; 
which ſo ſurpriz'd him, that calling to Sancho in great 
Diſorder, What's this, cry'd he, Sancho“ What 
the matter with me ! Sure my Scull is growing ſoft, 
or my Brains are melting, or elſe I ſweat from Head 
to Foot! But if I do, I'm ſure 'tis not for Fear, 
'This certainly muſt be a very dreadful Adventure 
that's approaching. Give me ſomething to wipe me 
if thou can'ſt, for Pm almoſt blinded with the Tor- 
rent of Sweat. Sancho did not dare to ſay a Word, 
but giving him a Cloth, bleſs'd his Stars that his Ma- 
ter had not found him out, Don Quixote dry'd him- 
ſelf, and taking off the Helmet to ſee what it ſhould 
be that felt ſo cold on his Head, perceiving ſome 
white Stuff, and putting it to his Noſe, ſoon found 
what it was. Now, by the Life of my Lady Du. 
cinea del Tobsſo, cry'd he, thou haſt put Curds in my 
Helmet, vile Tray tor and unmannerly Squire. Nay, 
reply'd Sancho cunningly, and keeping Nie Counte- 
nance, if they be Curds, good your Worſhip give 
'em me hither, and ÞIl eat 'em: But hold, now! 
think on't, the Devil eat 'em for me; for he him- 
ſclf muſt have put 'em there, What! I offer to do 
ſo beaſtly a Trick! Do you think I have no more 
Manners? As ſure as I'm alive, Sir, I have got my 
Inchanters too that owe me a Grudge, and plague 
me as a Limb of your Worſhip; and 1 warrant have 
put that naſty Stuff there on Purpoſe to ſet you againſt 
me, and make you fall foul on my Bones. But I hope 
they've miſs'd their aim this time, i'troth! My Mat 
ter is a wiſe Man, and muſt needs know that I had 
neither Curds nor Milk, norany thing of that Kind; 
and if I had met with Curds, I ſhould ſooner have 
B. 'em in my Belly than his Helmet, Well, ſaid 
on Quixote, there may be ſomething in that. The 
Gentleman had obſerved theſe Paflages, and ſtood 
amaz' d, but eſpecially at what immediately follow's ; 
or 
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for the Knight-Ercant having put on the Helmet 
again, fixed himſelf well in the Stirrups, try'd whe- 
ther his Sword were looſe enough in his Scabboard, 
and reſted his Lance, Now, cry'd he, come what 
will come 3 here am I, who dare encounter the De- 
vil himſelf in propria Perſona. By this time the 
Waggon was come up with them, attended only by 
the Carter, mounted on one of the Mules, and ano- 
ther Man that ſat on the forepart of the Waggon. 
Don Quixote making up to em, Whither go ye, 
Friends, ſaid he, W hat Waggon is this? What do 
you convey in it? And what is the Meaning of theſe 
Colours? The Waggon is mine, anſwer'd the Wag- 
goner: I have there two brave Lions, which the 
General of Oran is ſending to the King our Maſter, 
and theſe Colours are to let People underſtand that 
what goes here belongs to Him, And are the Lions 
large, enquir'd Don Quixote? Very large, anſwer'd 
the Man in the fore-part of the Waggon : There 
ever came bigger from Africt into Spain. I am 
WE their Keeper, added he, and have had charge of ſe— 
| Wvcral others, but I never ſaw the like of theſe before. 
ln the foremoſt Cage is a He- Lion, and in the other 
. bchind, a Lioneſs. By this time they are cruel hun- 
ou, for they have not eaten to Day; therefore pray, 
: W:ood Sir, ride out of the Way, for we muſt make 
eblaſte to get to the Place where we intend to feed em. 
What! ſaid Don Quixote, with a ſcornful Smile, 
e Lion-Whelps againit Me! Againſt Me thoſe puny 
WW Beaſts! And at this time of Day? Well, I'll make 
4 WW thoſe Gentlemen that ſent their Lions this Way, 
know whether I am a Man to be ſcar'd with Lions. 

Get off, honeſt Fellow; and ſince you are the Keeper, 
open their Cages, and let *em both out ; 'for maugre 
and in deſpite of thoſe Inchanters that have ſentꝰ em 
to try me, I'll make the Creatures know in the midſt 
of this very Field, who Don Quixote de la Mancha 
3 is. 
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is. So thought the Gentleman to himſelf, now h, 
our poor Knight diſcover'd what he is; the Curls, | 
find, have ſoften'd his Scull, and mellow'd his Brains, 
While he was making this Reflection, Sancho came 
up to him, and begg'd him to difluade his Maſt 
{rom his raſh Attempt. O good dear Sir! cry'd le, 
for Pity-ſake hinder my Maſter from falling vpn 
theſe Lions, by all means, or we ſhall be "orn r. 
pieces. Why, ſaid this Gentleman, is your Maſter 
ſo arrant a Madman then, that you ſhould fear he 
would ſet upon ſuch furious Beaſts? Ah Sir! ſaid 
Sancho, he is not mad, but woundy venturſom:, 
Well, reply'd the Gentleman, Pill take care there 
ſhall be no harm done; and with that advancing up to 
Don Quixote, who was urging the Lion- Keeper to 
open the Cage; Sir, ſaid he, Knights-Errant ouzht 
to engage in Adventures, from which there may be 
ſome Hopes of coming off with Safety, but not in 
ſuch as are altogether deſperate; for that Courage 
which borders on Temerity, is more like Madnc!; 
than true Fortitude. Beſides, theſe Lions are not 
come againſt You, but ſent as a Preſent to the King, 
and therefore tis not the beſt way to detain 'em, cr 
ſtop the Waggon. Pray, ſweet Sir, reply'd Don 
Quixote, go and amuſe yourſelf with your tame Par- 
tridges and your Ferrets, and leave every one to his 
own Buſineſs. This is mine, and I know beit whe- 
ther theſe worthy Lions are ſent againſt me or n 
Then turning about to the Keeper, Sirrah ! you 
Raſcal you, ſaid he, either open the Cages imme- 
diately, or I vow to * — Tl pin thee to the Waggon 
with this Lance, Good Sir, (cry'd the Waggoner, 
ſeeing this ſtrange Apparition in Armour ſo refoluts) 
for Mercy 's-ſake do but let me take out our "i 
ir 


In Spaniſh, it is Voto a tal, which is an Of: 


bear, but our Knight ſtops without going on 
Oath. 
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ad, and get out of harm's way with 'em as faſt as 
can, before the Lions get out; for if they ſhould 
Ice ſet upon the poor Beaſts, I ſhould be undone 
br ever; for alas! that Cart and they are all I have 
u the World to get a Living with. Thou Man of 
ate Faith, ſaid Don Quixote, take em out quickly 
hen, and go with 'em where thou wilt; though thou 
Palt preſently ſee that thy Precaution was needleſs, 
and thou might'ſt have ſpared thy Pains, "The Wag- 
@oncr upon this inade all the haſte he could to take out 
. Mules, while the Keeper cry'd out as loud as he 
es able, Bear witneſs, all ye that are here preſent, 
that 'tis againſt my Will I'm forc'd to open the 
Lages and let looſe the Lions; and that I proteſt to 
Ius Gentleman here, that he ſhall be anſwerable for 
the Miſchief and Damage they may do; together 
With the Loſs of my Salary and Fees. And now, 
Pirs, ſhift for yourſelves as faſt as you can, before I 
bpen the Cages: For, as for myſelf, I know the 
Lions will do me no harm. Once more the Gentle- 
man try'd to diſſuade Don Quixote from doing ſo mad 
thing ; telling him, that he tempted Heaven, in ex- 
poling himſelf without Reaſon to ſo great a Danger. 
No this Don Quixote made no other Anſwer, but that 
be knew what he had to do. Conſider however what 
you do, reply*d the Gentleman, for tis moſt certain 
aat you are very much miſtaken, Well, Sir, faid 
Von Auixote, if you care not to be Spectator of an 
p\ction, which you think is like to be tragical, e'en 
ſet Spurs to your Mare, and provide for your Safety. 
dancho hearing this, came up to his Maſter with 
ears in his Eyes, and begg'd him not to go about 
his fearful Undertaking, to which the Adventure of 
he Wind-Mills, and the Fulling- Mills, and all the 
runts he had ever born in his Life, were but Chil- 
rens Play. Good your Worſhip, cry*d he, do but 


mind, here's no Inchantment in the Caſe, nor any 
Vor, III. 


thing 
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thing like it. A lack-a-day ! Sir, I peep'd even now 
through the Grates of the Cage, and I'm ſure I ſay 
the Claw of a true Lion, and ſuch a Claw as make 
me think the Lion that owns it muſt be as big as; 
Mountain. Alas poor Fellow! ſaid Don Yui, 
thy Fear will make him as big as half the Won. 
Retire, Sancho, and leave me, and if I chance to {|| 
here, thou know'ſt our old Agreement; repair to 
Dulcinea, I fay no more. To this he added ſome 
Expreſſions, which cut off all Hopes of his givin 
over his mad Deſign. The Gentleman in the Gree 
would have oppos'd him, but conſidering the othet 
was much better arm'd, and that it was not Pry 
dence to encounter a Madman, he even took th; 
Opportunity while Don Quixote was ſtorming at tl 
Keeper, to march off with his Mare, as Sancho d 
with Dapple, and the Carter with his Mules, ever 
one making the beſt of their way to get as far as the 
could from the Waggon, before the Lions were |: 
looſe, Poor Sancho at the ſame time made ſad Ly 
mentations for his Maſter's Death ; for he gave hi 
for loſt, not queſtioning but the Lions had already g 
him into their Clutches, He curs'd his ill Fortune 
and the Hour he came again to his Service; but fo 
all his Wailing and Lamenting, he punch'd on poo 
Dapple, to get as far as he could from the Lions, Th 
Keeper, perceiving the Perſons who fled to be at 
good Diſtance, fell to arguing and intreating Do 
Quixote as he had done before. But the Knight td 
him again, that all his Reaſons and Intreaties were b 
in vain, and bid him ſay no more, but immediate 
diſpatch. Now while the Keeper took time to op 
the foremoſt Cage, Don Quixote ſtood debating wit 
himſelf, whether he had beſt make his Attack 0 
Foot or on Horſeback ; and upon mature Dcliber 
tion, be reſolved to do it on Foot, leſt Rozinan! 
not us'd to Lions, ſhould be put into — Ad 
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cordingly he quitted his Horſe, threw aſide his Lance, 
eraſp'd his Shield, and drew his Sword ; then ad- 
yancing with a deliberate Motion, and an undaunted 
Heart, he poſted himſelf juſt before the Door of the 
Cage, commending himſelf to Heaven, and after- 
wards to his Lady Dulcinea. Here the Author of 
this faithful Hiſtory could not forbear breaking the 
Thread of his Narration, and, rais'd by Wonder to 
Rapture and Enthuſiaſm, makes the N fea 
clamation. O thou moſt magnanimous Hero | Brave 
and unutterably Bold Don Quixote de la Mancha ! 
Thou Mirror and grand Exemplar of Valour ! Thou 
Second, and New Don Emanuel de Leon, the late 
Glory and Honour of all Spaniſb Cavaliers; What 
Words, what Colours ſhall I uſe to expreſs, to paint 
in equal Lines, this aſtoniſhing Deed of thine | 
What Language ſhall I employ to convince Poſterity 
of the Truth of this thy more than human Enter- 
prize! What Praiſes can be coined, and Elogies in- 
vented, that will not be outvied by thy ſuperior Me-' 
rit, though Hyperboles were piled on Hyperboles ! 
Thou, Alone, on Foot, Intrepid and Magnanimous, 
fIth nothing but a Sword, and that none of the 
ſharpeſt, with thy ſingle Shield, and that none of the 
brighteſt, ſtood*ſt ready to receive and encounter the 
lavage Force of two vaſt Lions, as fierce as ever roars 
d within the Lybian Deſarts. Then let thy own un- 
wal'd Deeds, that beſt can ſpeak thy Praiſe, amaze 
he World, and fill the Mouth of Fame, brave Cham- 
pion of la Mancha ;yhile I'm obliged to leave off the 
gh Theme, for Wnt of Vigor to maintain the 
Flight. Here ended the Author's Exclamation, and 
he Hiſtory goes on. | 
The Keeper obſerving the Poſture Don Dios 
ad put himſelf in, and that it was not poflible for 
im to prevent letting out the Lions, without incur- 
ng the Reſentment of the deſperate Knight, ſet the 
G 2 Door 
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Door of the foremaſt Cage wide open; where, 28 
have ſaid, the Male Lion lay, who appeared of 2 
monſtrous Bigneſs, and of a hideous frightful Afped. 
The firſt thing he did was to roll and turn him 
round in his Cage; in the next Place he ſtretch'd out 
one of his Paws, put forth his Claws, and rouz'{ 
himſelf, After that he gap'd and yawn'd for a 509d 
while, and ſhew'd his dreadful Fangs, and then thruf 
out half a Yard of Broad Tongue, and with it lick 
the Duſt out of his Eyes and Face. Having done this, 
he thruſt his Head quite out of the Cage, and ſtard 
about with his Eyes that look'd like two live Coal; 
of Fire; a Sight and Motion, enough to have {truck 
Terror into Lemerity itſelf, But Don Quixcte only 
regarded it with Attention, wiſhing his grim Adver- 
ſary would leap out of his Hold, and come within 
his reach, that he might exerciſe his Valour, and cut 
the Monſter piece- meal. To this Height of Extra- 
vagance had his Folly tranſported him; but the ge- 
nerous Lion, more gentle than arrogant, taking no 
Notice of his Vapouring and Bravadoos, after he had 
look'd about him a while, turn'd his Tail, and having 
ſhew'd Don Quixote his Poſteriors, very contentedly 
lay down again in his Apartment. Don Quixote ſee- 
ing this, commaded the Keeper to rouze him with 
his Pole, and force him out whether he would or no, 
Not I, indeed Sir, anſwer'd the Keeper ; I dare not 
do it for my Life; for if I provoke him, I'm ſure to 
be the firſt hel] tear to Pieces. Let me adviſe you, dir, 
to be ſatisfy'd with your Day's Work. is as much 
as the braveſt He that wears a Head can pretend to 
do. Then pray go no farther, I beſeech you: The 
Door ſtands open, the Lion is at his Choice, whether 
he will come out or no. You have waited for him, 
you ſee he does not care to look you in the Face, and 
lince he did not come out at the firſt, I dare engage 


he will not ſtir out this Day, You have ſhewn enougi 
_ the 


of the Renown'd Don Quixote. 149 
the Greatneſs of your Courage. No Man is obliged 
to do more than challenge his Enemy, and wait for 


him in the Field, If he comes not, that's his own 
Fault, and the Scandal is his, as the Honour the 


| Challenger's. ? Tis true, reply'd Don 2#x2te. Come, 
F ſhut the Cage-Door, Honeſt Friend, and give me a 
| Certificate under thy Hand in the ampleſt Form thou 
can'ſt deviſe, of what thou haſt ſeen me perform; 
| how thou didſt open the Cage for the Lion; how I 
| expected his coming, and he did not come out, How, 
upon his not coming out then, I ftay*d his own Time, 
and inſtead of meeting me, he turned Tail and lay 
| down, I am oblig'd to do no more. So, Inchant- 
ments avant] and Heaven proſper Truth, Juſlice, 
and Knight-Errantry! Shut the Door, as I bid thee, 
| while I make Signs to thoſe that ran away from us, 


and get *em to come back, that they may have an 


Account of this Exploit from thy own Mouth, The 
Keeper obey'd, and Don Quixote clapping on the 
Point of his Lance, the Handkerchief with which he 
had wip'd off the Curds from his Face, wav'd it in 
the Air, and call'd as loud as he was able to the Fu- 
| gitives, who fled nevertheleſs, looking behind 'em all 
the way, and troop'd on in a Body with the Gentle- 
man in Green at the Head of em. At laſt, Sancho 
| obſerv'd the Signal of the white Flag, and calling out 
| to the reſt, Hold, cry'd he, my Maſter calls to us, 


Tu be hang'd if he has not got the better of the Lions. 


At this they all faced about, and perceiv'd Don Quix- 


ote flouriſhing his Enſign ; whereupon recovering a 


| little from their Fright, they leifurely rode back, till 
97 


they could plainly diſtinguiſh Don Qui xote's Voice; 


and then they came up to the Waggon. As ſoon as 
| they were got near it, Come on Friend, ſaid he to 


the Carter; put thy Mules to the Waggon again, 


| and purſue thy Journey; and Sancho do thou give 
bim two Ducats for the Lion-keeper and himſelf, to 


3 make 


A tn... 


Fu - * — . 4 = 
. . , 
2 K = metro — 
— 2 * 
3 — — * =} L = 
- S — . * — 


n [1 
* 
Li 
4 
1 
#3 
U 
1 
= = 
4 
* „ 
7 | 
4 
1 s > 
[ 
0 14 
114 
'% 
1 
1 
1 | 
A 
ba”) 
i4 1 
[ 
* 7 
114 
1 
o 


. I 
—_ 4 


_ x 


—— 5 


* — 


— 4 


mm 
- * =_ * 
— * — * * — * 
8 — ps of en ——— — — = 5 __ 
— — = * . - N >. - — —_ Y 
- "L oY — — * n — 9 
2 * 1 - 4 £ 
„ 3p 2 . _ 
— —— — _ . 
. > _ PS * 44> — — 2 2 — - — 
— - — — - 0 - 
x - 1 — a 


3 
n 


* 


150 The Life and Afthievements 


make them amends for the Time I have detaing! 
them. Ay, that I will with all my Heart, quot 
Sancho ; but what's become of the Lions? Are they 
dead or alive? Then the Keeper very formally te. 
lated the whole Action, not failing to exaggerate, t 
the beſt of his Skill, Don Quixote's Courage; hoy 
at his Sight alone the Lion was fo terrify'd, that he 
neither would nor durſt quit his ſtrong Held, tho” for 
that end his Cage-Door was kept open for a conſide. 
rable Lime; and how at length upon his remonlir- 
ting to the Knight, who would have had the Lin 
forced out, that it was preſuming too much upcn 
Heaven, he had permitted, though with great Relic 
tancy, that the Lion ſhould be ſhut up again. Well, 
Sancho, ſaid Don Quixote to his Squire, what doſt 
thou think of this? Can Inchantment prevail over 
true Fortitude? No, theſe Magicians may perhaps 
rob me of Succeſs, but never of my invincible Great- 
neſs of Mind. In ſhort, Sancho gave the Waggoner 
and the Keeper the two Pieces. The firſt harneſd 
his Mules, and the laſt thank'd Don Quixote for his 
Noble Bounty, and promis'd to acquaint the King 
himſelf with his Heroick Action when he came to 
Court, Well, ſaid Don Quixote, if his Majeſty 
ſhould chance to enquire who the Perſon was that did 
this thing, tell him *twas The Knight of the Lions; 3 
Name I intend henceforth to take up, in lieu of that 
which I hitherto aſſum'd, of The Knight of the I fil 
Figure ; in which Proceeding I do but conform to 
the ancient Cuſtom of Knights-Errant, who changed 
their Names as often as they pleas'd, or as it ſuited 
with their Advantage. After this, the Waggon mace 
the beſt of its way, as Don Quixote, Sancho, and the 
Gentleman in Green did of theirs. The latter for a 
great while was ſo taken up with making his Obſcr- 
vations on Don Quixote, that he had not Time to 


| ſpeak a Sy llable; not knowing what Opinion to bay 
0 


* 
. 
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out doubt, 
Madman, and indeed my Actions may ſeem to ſpeak 
me no leſs. But for all that, give me leave to tell you, 
I am not ſo mad, nor is my Underſtanding ſo defec- 
tive, as I ſuppoſe you may fancy. What a noble Fi- 
gure does the gallant Knight make, who in the midſt 
of ſome ſpacious Place transfixes a furious Bull “ with 
| his Lance in the View of his Prince! What a no- 
ble Figure makes the Knight, who before the Ladies 
at a harmleſs Tournament, comes prancing through 
the Liſts inclos'd in ſhining Steel; or thoſe Court- 
Champions, who in Exerciſes of Martial Kind, or 
that at leaſt are ſuch in Appearance, ſhew their 
Activity: and though all _ do is nothing but for 
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of a Perſon, in whom he diſcover'd ſuch a Mixture 


© of good Senſe and Extravagance. He was a Stran- 
ger to the firſt Part of his Hiſtory ; for had he read it, 
de could not have wonder'd either at his Words or 
Actions: But not knowing the Nature of his Mad- 
© neſs, he took him to be wiſe and diſtracted by Fits; 
E fince in his Diſcourſe he ſtill expreſs'd himſelf juſtly 
and handſomely enough; but in his Actions all was 
E wild, extravagant and unaccountable. For, ſaid the 
Gentleman to himſelf, can there be any thing more 
© footiſh, than for this Man to put on his Helmet full 
| of Curds, and then believe em convey'd there 70 In- 


chanters; or any thing more extravagant than forci- 


E bly to endeavour to fight with Lions? In the midſt of 


this OE Don Jui xote interrupted him. With- 
ir, ſaid he, you take me ſor a downright 


Recreation, are thought the Ornament of a Prince's 


Court! But a much nobler Figure is the Knight- 
Errant, who fir'd with the Thirſt of a glorious Fame, 
| wanders through Deſarts, through ſolitary Wilder- 
neſſes, through Woods, through Croſs-ways, over 


Mountains and Valleys, in Quelſt of perilous Adven- 
G 4 tures, 
* The manner of riding at and killing Bulls in the Bull- 


| Feaſts in Spain. 
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tures, reſolv'd to bring them to a happy Concluſiuy, 
Yes, I fay, a nobler Fioure is a Knight-Errant ſuc. 
couring a Widow in ſome depopulated Place, than the 
Court-Knightmaking bis Addreſſes to the City Damos. 
Every Knight bas his particular Employment. Let 
the Courtier wait on the Ladies; let him wich ſplen- 
did Equipage adorn his Prince's Court, and with a 
magnificent Table ſupport poor Gentlemen, Let 
him give Birth to Feaſts and Tournaments, and ſhe 
his Grandeur, Liberality, and Munificence, and eſpe- 
cially his Piety; in all theſe things he fulfils the Du- 
ties of his Station, But as for the Knight-Errant, let 
him ſearch into all the Corners of the World, enter 
into the molt intricate Labyrinths, and every Hour 
be ready to attempt Impoſlibility itſelf. Let him in 
deſolate Wilds baffle the Rigor of the Weather, thc 
ſcorching Heat of the Sun's fierceſt Beams, and tlic 
| Inclemency of Winds and Snow: Let Lions never 
$ fright him, Dragons daunt him, nor evil Spirits de- 
* ter him. To go in Queſt of theſe, to meet, to dare, 
4 to conflict, and to overcome 'em all, is his principal 
and proper Office. Since then my Stars have dectced 
me to be one of thoſe Adventurous Knights, I think 
my ſelf obliged to attempt every thing that ſeems to 
come within the Verge of my Profeſſion. This, Sir, 
engag' d me to encounter thoſe Lions juſt now, judg- 
ing it to be my immediate Buſineſs, tho? I was ſen - 
fable of the extreme Raſhneſs of the Undertaking, For 
well I know, that Valour is a Virtue ſituate between 
the two vicious Extremes of Cowardice and Temet: 
ty. But certainly *tis not ſo ill for a Valiant Man to 
riſe to a Degree of Raſhneſs, as tis to fall ſhort and. 
border upon Cowardice. For as tis caſier for a Prodi- 
al to become Liberal, than a Miſer ; fo tis caticr tor 
the hardy and rafh Perſon to be reduced to true Bra: 
very, than for the Coword ever to riſe to that Vir- 
tue: And therefore in thus attempting * 
| e 
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believe me, Signor Don Diego, tis better to exceed 
the Bounds a little, and over-do, rather than under- 
do the thing; becauſe it ſounds better in People's 
Ears to hear it ſaid, how that ſuch a Knight is Raſh 
and Hardy, than ſuch a Knight is Daſtardly and Ti- 
morous. For my part, Sir, anſwer'd Don Diego, I 
think all you have ſaid and done is agreeable to the 
exacteſt Rules of Reaſon ; and I believe, if the Laws 
and Ordinances of Knight-Errantry were loſt, they 
might be all recover'd from you, your Breaſt ſceming 
to be the ſafe Repoſitory and Archive where they are 
jodg'd. But it grows late, let us make a little more 
haſte to get to our Village, and to my Habitation, 
where you may reſt your ſelf aſter the Fatigues, which 
doubtleſs you have ſuſtain'd, if not in Body, at leaſt 
in Mind, whoſe Pains often afflict the Body too. Sir, 
anſwer'd Don Quixote, 1 eſteem your Offer as a ſin- 
gular Favour ; and ſo putting on a little faſter than 


© they had done before, about two in the Afternoon 
they reached the Village, and got to the Houſe of 
Don Diego, whom now Don Qui called the Knight 
of the Green Coat. 


P—_ * 
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ow Don Quixote was entertained at the Caſile 


or Houſe of the Knight of the Green Coat, 
with other extravagant Paſſages, 


| ID: Quixote found, that Don Diego as Hiran- 


da's Houſe was ſpacious after the Country man- 


ner; the Arms of the Family were over the Gate in 
rough Stone, the Buttery in the Fore- yard, the Cel- 


lar under the Porch, and all around ſeveral great Jars 


| of that Sort commonly made at Tobeſo; the Sight of 
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which bringing to his Remembrance his Inchanted 
and Transform'd Dulcinea, he heav'd a deep Sigh, 

and neither minding what he ſaid, nor who was by, 
broke out into the foRowing Exclamation, 


* O! Pledges, once my Comfort and Kelis 
Though pleaſing ſtill, diſcover'd now with Grief. 


O ye Tobeſian Urns, that awaken in my Mind the 
Thoughts of the ſweet Pledge of my moſt bitter Sor- 
rows! Don Diego's Son, who, as it has been ſaid, was 
a Student, and poetically inclin'd, heard theſe Words 
as he came with his Mother to welcome him home; 
and, as well as ſhe, was not a little ſurpriz'd to ſee 
what a ſtrange Creature his Father had brought with 
him, Don Suixete alighted from Rozinante, and very 
courteouſly defiring to kiſs her Ladyſhip's Hands 
Madam, ſaid Don Diego, this Gentleman is the No- 
ble Don Quixote de Ia Mancha, the Wiſeſt, and moſt 
Valiant Knight-Errant in the World; pray let him 
find a Welcome ſuitable to his Merit, and your uſual 
Civility. Thereupon Donna Chr:i/tina (for that was 


the Lady's Name) receiv'd him bn nay „ and with 
on 


great Marks of Reſpect; to which uixote made 
a proper and handſome Return; and then almoſt the 
ſame Compliments paſs'd between him and the young 
Gentleman, whom Don Quixote judg'd by his Words 
to be a Man of Wit and Senſe, | 
Here the Author inſertsa long Diſcription of every 
Particular in Don Diego's Houfe, giving us an In- 
ventory of all the Goods and Chattels, and every 
Circumſtance peculiar to the Houſe of a rich Country 
Gentleman: But the Tranſlator preſum'd that it 
would be better to omit theſe little things, and ſuch 
like inſignificant Matters, being foreign to the main 
| Subject 
* O dulces prendas, the Beginning F a Sonnet in ibe 
Diana / Montemayor, 
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| clap into his Maſter's Helmet thoſe diſmal Curds, 


; on'd, waited his coming, to keep him Company till 
| the Cloth was laid; the Miſtreſs of the Houſe being 
gone in the mean time to provide a handſome Enter- 
| tainment, that might convince her Gueſt ſhe under- 
| ſtood how to make thoſe welcome that came to her 
| Houſe, But before the Knight was ready, Don Lo- 
| renz9 had Leiſure to diſcourſe his Father about him. 


brought with you? Conſidering his Name, his Aſpect, 
neither my Mother nor I can tell what to think of 


| Know what to ſay to you; all that I can inform you 
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Subject of this Hiſtory, which ought to be more grou nd- 
ed on material Truth, than cold and inſipid Digreſſions. 

Don Quixote was brought into a fair Room, where 
Sancho took off his Armour, and then the Knignt ap- 
peared in a pair of cloſe Breeches, and a Doublet of 
Shamoy- Leather, all beſmear'd with the Ruſt of his 
Armour, About his Neck he wore a plain Band, un- 
ſtarch'd, after the manner of a Student; about his 
Legs ſad-colour'd Spatter-daſhes, and on his Feet a 
pair of Wax-leather Shoes. He hung his truſty Sword 
by hisSide in a Belt of a Sea-WolPs Skin; which makes 
many of Opinion he had been long troubled with a 
Pain in the Kidneys, Over all this he clapp'd on a 
long Cloak of good Ruſſet- Cloth: But firit of all 
he waſh'd his Head and Face in five Kettle-fulls of 
Water, if not in ſix : for as to the exact Number 
there is ſome Diſpute. And *tis obſervable, that 
the Water ſtill retain'd a Tincture of Whey: 
Thanks to Sancho's Gluttony, that had made him 


that ſo contaminated his awful Head and Face. In 
this Dreſs the Knight with a graceful and ſprightly 
Air, walk'd into another Room, where Don Lorenzo, 
the young Gentleman whom we have already menti- 


Pray, Sir, ſaid he, who is this Gentleman you have 
and the Title of Knight-Errant, which you give him, 


him. Truly, Son, anſwer'd Don Diego, I don't 


of, 
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of, is, that I have ſeen him play the maddeſt Pranks in 
the World, and yet ſay a thouſand ſenſible things that 
contradict his Actions, But difcourſe him yourſelf, 
and feel the Pulſe of his Underſtanding ; make ule of 
| Your Senſe to judge of His; though to tell you the 
Truth, I believe his Folly exceeds his Diſcretion, 
Don Lorenzo then went to entertain Don Quixote, 
and after ſome Diſcourſe had paſs'd between 'em, Sir, 
ſaid: the Knight, J am not wholly a Stranger to your 
Merit; Don Diego de Miranda, your F ather, has 
L me to underſtand you are a Perſon of excellent 
arts, and eſpecially a great Poet. Sir, anſwer'd the 
young Gentleman, I may perhaps pretend to Poetry, 
but never to be a great Poet: Tis true, I am ſome- 
what given to Rhiming, and love to read good Au- 
thors; but I am very far from deſerving to be thought 
one of their Number. I do not miſlike your Mode- 
ſ y, reply'd Don Quixote; *tis a Virtue not often 
f.un! among Poets, for almoſt every one of them 
thinks himſelf the greateſt in the World. There 1s 
no Rule without an Exception, ſaid Don Lorenzo; 
and *tis not impoſſible but there may be one who may 
deſerve the Name, tho? he does not think fo himſelf. 
That's very unlikely, reply'd Don Quixote. But 
ray, Sir, tell me what Verſes are thoſe that your 
Father ſays you are ſo puzzled about ? If it ſhould be 
what we call a Gloſs or a Paraphraſe, I underſtand 
ſomething of that way of Writing, add thould be 
glad to ſee it. If the Compoſition be deſign'd for a 
Poetical Prize, I would adviſe you only to put in for 
the ſecond ; for the firſt always goes by Favour, and 
is rather granted to the great Quality of the Author 
than to his Merit; but as to the next, *tis adjudg'd 
to the moſt deſerving; ſo that the third may in a 
manner be eſteem'd the ſecond, and the fiſt no more 
than the third, according to the Methods us'd in our 
Univerſities of giving Degrees, And yet, after all, 
"rig. 
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tis no ſmall matter to gain the Honour of being call'd 
che firſt, Hitherto all's well, thought Don Lorenzo 
to himſelf, I can't think thee mad yet; let's go on 
Wich that addreſſing himſelf to Don Quixote, Sir, 
© {aid he, you ſeem to me to have frequented the Schools; 
pray what Science has been your particular Study ? 
© That of Knight-Errantry, anſwer'd Don Quixote, 
E which is as good as that of Poetry, and ſomewhat 
better too. I don't know what ſort of a Science that 
is, ſaid Don Lorenzo, nor indeed did I ever hear of 
it before. Tis a Science anſwer'd Don Quixote, that 
includes in itſelf all the other Sciences in the World, 
or at leaſt the greateſt Part of them: Whoever pro- 
feſles it, ought to be learned in the Laws, and un- 
derſtand diſtributive and commutative Juſtice, in or- 
der to right all Mankind. He ought to be a Divine, 
to give a Reaſon of his Faith, and vindicate his Re- 
| livion by Dint of Argument. He ought to be ſkilPd 
in Phyſick, eſpecially in the Botanick Part of it, that 
be may know the Nature of Simples, and have re- 
| courſe to thoſe Herbs that can cure Wounds ; for a 
| Knight-Errant muſt not expect to find Surgeons in 
the Woods and Deſarts. He mult be an Aſtronomer, 
to underſtand the Motions of the Celeſtial Orbs, and 
find out by the Stars the Hour of the Night, and the 
Longitude and Latitude of the Climate on which 
Fortune throws him: and he ought to be well in- 
ſtructed in all the other Parts of the Mathematicks, 
| that Science being of conſtant uſe to a Profeſſor of 
Arms, on many Accounts tov numerous to be related, 
| Inced not tell you, that all the divine and moral Vir- 
| tues muſt center in his Mind. To deſcend to leſs ma- 
terialQualifications ; he muſt be able to ſwim like a Fiſh, 

| know how to ſhooe a Horſe, mend a 8 dale or Bridle: 
and returning to higher Matters, he ought to be in- 
violably devoted to Heaven and his Miſtreſs, Chaſte 
in his Thoughts, Modeſt in Words, and Liberal and 
2 Valiant 
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Valiant in Deeds; Patient in Afflictions, Charitable 
to the Poor; and finally a Maintainer of Truth, 
though it colt him his Life to defend it. "Theſe are 
the Endowments to conſtitute a good Knight-Exrant; 
and now, Sir, be you a Judge, whether the Profeſ- 
ſors of Chivalry have an eaſy Taſk to perform, and 
whether ſuch a Science may not ſtand in Competition 
with the moſt celebrated and beſt of thoſe that ar: 
taught in Colleges? If it be ſo, anſwer'd Don L. 
renzo, I ſay it deſerves the Preheminence over all o- 
ther Sciences. What do you mean, Sir, by that, // 
it be ſo, cry'd Don Quixote? I mean, Sir, reply'l 
on Lorenzo, that I doubt whether there are now, 
or ever were, any Knights-Errant, eſpecially with ſo 
many rare Accompliſhments. This makes good what 
I have often ſaid, anſwer'd Don Quixote; moſt Peo- 
pic will not be perſuaded there ever were any Knights: 
rrant in the World, Now Sir, becauſe I verily 
believe, that unleſs Heaven will work ſome Miracle 
to convince them that there have been, and ſtill are 
K nights-Errant, thoſe incredulous Perſons are too 
much Wedded to their Opinion to admit ſuch a Be- 
lief; I will not now loſe Time to endeavour to let 
you ſee how much you and they are miſtaken ; all 
deſign to do, is only to beſeech Heaven to convince 
ou of your being in an Error, that you may ſec how 
uſeful Knights-Errant were in former Ages, and the 
vaſt Advantages that would reſult in ours from the 
Aſſiſtance of Men of that Profeſſion. But now Effe- 
minacy, Sloth, Luxury, and ignoble Pleaſures, 
triumph, for the Puniſhment of our Sins, Now, faid 
Don Lorenzo to himſelf, our Gentleman has already 
betray'd his blind fide ; but yet he gives a Colour of 
Reaſon to his Extravagance, and I were a Foo! 
ſhould I think otherwiſe. Here they were called to 
Dinner which ended the Diſcourſe : And at that 
time Don Diego taking his Son aſide, aſk'd him oi 
| 0 
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he thought of the Stranger? I think, Sir ſaid Don 
Lirenzo, that tis not in the Power of all the Phyſi- 
cians in the World to cure his Diſtemper, He is 
Mad paſt Recovery, but yet he has lucid Intervals. 
In ſhort, they Din'd, and their Entertainment prov'd 
| ſuch as the old Gentleman had told the Knight he 
| us'd to give his Gueſts, neat, plentiful, and well- 
order'd. But that which Don Quixote moſt admir'd, 
was, the extraordinay Silence he obſerv'd through 
the whole Houſe, as if it had been a Monaſtery of 
mute Carthufians. The Cloth being remov'd, Grace 
ſaid, and Hands waſh'd, Don Qvixote earneſtly de- 
ud Don Lorenzo to ſhew him the Verſes he had 
wrote for the Poetical Prize. Well, Sir, anſwer'd 
he, becauſe I will not be like thoſe Poets that are un- 
willing to ſhew their Verſes when intreated to do it, 
but will tire you with them when no Body deſires it, 
I'll ſhew you my Gloſs or Paraphraſe, which I did 
not Write with a Deſign to get a Prize, but only to 
exerciſe my Muſe. I remember ſaid Don Quixote, 
a Friend of mine, a Man of Senſe, once told me, he 
wou'd not adviſe any one to break his Brains about 
that ſort of Compoſition ; and he gave me this Rea- 
ſon for't, That the Gloſs or Comment cou'd never 
e come up to the Theme; fo far from it, that moſt com- 
„ WT monly it left it altogether, and run contrary to the 
> Thought of the Author. Beſides he ſaid, that the 
e Rules to which Cuſtom ties up the Compoſers of thoſe 
- Wh caborate Amuſements are too ſtrict, allowing no In- 
+ erogations, no ſuch Interjections as ſaid he, or ſpall 
i4 %; no changing of Nouns into Verbs; nor any 
dy atering of the Senſe : Beſides ſeveral other Confine- 
of Wi nents that cramp up thoſe who puzzle their Brains 
with ſuch a crabbed way of Glofling, as you yourſelf, 
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Don Quixote, ſaid Don Lorenzo, I wou'd ſain catch 
jou Tripping, but you ſtill lip from me like an * 
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I don't know, Sir, reply'd Don Quixote, what you 
mean by your ſlipping ? I'Il tell you another Time, 
anſwer'd the young Gentleman; in the mean while 


7 pleas'd to hear the Theme and Paraphraſe, which 
this: 


The THEME. 


C J recall departed Foy, 
Though barr'd the Hepes of greater Gain, | 
Or now the future Hours employ, ( 
That muſt ſucceed my pleaſant Pain ! 


Y 8 


The Gloſs or Paraphraſe. N 


I. 


A Fortunes Bleſſings diſappear, 
She's fickle as the Wind; 
And now ] find her as ſevere, 
As once 1 thought her Kind. 
| How ſoon the fleeting Pleaſures paſt ? 
How long the ling ring Sorrows laſt ! 
Unconſtant Goddeſs, thro” thy Hate, 
Do not thy preſtrate Slave deſtroy, 
Pd ne'er complain, but bleſs my Fate, 
Could I recall departed Joy. 


II. 


Of all thy Gifts I beg but this 
Glut all Mankind with more ; 
Tranſport 'em. with redoubled Bliſs, 
Rt only mine reſtore. ; 
th Thought of Pleaſure once poſſeſs'd 
Im now as curſt as 1 was Wane : 
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Oh wor'd the charming Hour return, 

How pleas'd Pd live, how free from Pain! 
Ine er wou'd pine, I ne er wou'd mourn, 


Tho' barr'd the Hopes of greater Gain. 


III. 


But Oh the Bleſſing I implore, 
Not Fate itſelf can give! 
Since Time elaps'd exiſts no more, 
No Pou”r can bid it live. 
Our Days ſoon vaniſh into nevght, 
And have no Being but in Thought, 
Ilhateer began muft end at lajt ; 
In vain tue twice we, Youth enjoy 3 
In vain would we recall the paßt, 
Or Now the future Hours employ. 


IV. 


Deceiv'd by Hope, and rack d by Fear, 
No longer Life can pleaſe, 
DPI! then no more its Torments bear, 
Since Death jo ſoon can eaſe. 
This Hour Pl] die But let me pauſe—e 
A riſing Doubt my Courage awes. 
Aſſiſt ye Pow'rs, that rule my Fate, 
Alarm my Thoughts, my Rage refrain, 
Convince my Soul thers's yet a State 
That muſt ſucceed my preſent Pain, 
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As ſoon as Don Lorenzo had read over his Para- 
phraſe, Don Quixote roſe from his Seat, and taking 
him by the Hand, By the higheſt Manſions in the 
Skies, cry'd the Knight aloud, Noble Youth, you're 
the beſt Poet in the World, and deſerve to be crown*d 
with Laurel, not at Cyprus or Gaeta, as a certain 
Poet ſaid, whom Heaven forgive, but at the Uni- 
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verſity of Athens, were it till in being, and at thoſe 
of Paris, Bologna and Salamanca. May thoſe Judges ] 
that deny you the Honour of the firſt Prize, be {hot 
| 


with Arrows by the God of Verſe, and may the 
Muſes abhor to come within their Houſes. Pray, 
Sir, if I may beg that Favour, let me hear you rea 
one of your loftieſt Productions, for I deſire to have | 
a full Taſte of your admirable Genius. TI nced not | 
tell you that Don Lorenzo was mightily pleas'd to | 
hear himſelf prais'd by Don Quixote, tho' he believ'd | 
him to be Mad. So bewitching and welcome a thing 
is Adulation, even from thoſe we at other'times de- 
ſpiſe. Don Lorenzo verify'd this Truth, by his ready 
Compliance with Don Quixote's Requeſt, and recited 


to him the following Sonnet, on the Story of Pyra- 
mus and Thisbe, 


Pyramus and Thisbe. A Sonnet. 


CE E how, to bleſs the huing Boy, 

The Nymph for whom he burns with equal Fires 
Pierces the Wall that parts em from their Foy, 
While hovering Love prompts, gazes, and admires, 


The trembling Maid in Whiſpers and in Sighs * 

Dares hardly breathe the Paſſion ſhe betrays : 

But Silence ſpeaks, and Love thre? rawſhd Eyes, 
Their Thoughts, their Flames, their very Souls conv!ys, 


Mild with Deſires, they ſally out at laſt, 

But quickly: find their Ruin in their Heſte : 

And rafbly loſe all Pleaſure in Deſpair. 

Ob ftrange Miſchance ! But do not Fortune blame ; 
Love jeyn d em firſt, then Death, the Grave, and Fame: 
I bat loving Wretch a Nebler Fate would ſhare ! 


Now 
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Now Heaven be prais'd, ſaid Don Quixote, when 
Don Lorenzo had made an end | Among the infinite * 
Number of inſipid Men of Rhime, I have at laſt 
found a Man of Rhime and Reaſon, and, in a Word, 
an abſolute Poet, | 

Don Quixote ſtay'd four Days at Don Diego's 
Houſe, and during, all that time, met with a very 
generous Entertainment. However, he then deſired 
his leave to go, and return'd him a Thouſand Thanks 
fer his kind Reception; letting him know, that the 
Duty of his Proſeſſion did not admit of his ſtaying 
any longer out of Action; and therefore he deſign'd 
to go in queſt of Adventures, which he knew were 
plentifully to be found in that Part of Spain; and 
that he would employ his Time in that, till the Tilts 
and Tournaments — at Saragoſa, to which 
Place *twas now his chief Intent to go. However, 
he would firſt go to Monteſino's Cave, about which 
ſo many wonderful Stories were told in thoſe Parts ; 
and there he would endeavour to explore and diſcover 
the Source and original Springs of the Seven Lakes, 
commonly called the Lakes of Ruydera. Don Diego 
and his Son highly commended his noble Reſolution, 
and defired him to command whatever their Houſe 
afforded, aſſuring him he was ſincerely Welcome to 
do it ; the Reſpect they had for his Honourable Pro- 
feſſion, and his particular Merit, obliging them to 
do him all manner of Service. In ſhort, the Day of 
his Departure came, a Day of Joy and Gladneſs to 
Don Quixote, but of Grief and Sadneſs to poor 
Sancho, who had no mind texchange his Quarters, 
and liked the good Cheer and Plenty at Don Diego's 
Houſe, much better than his ſhort hungry Commons 
in Foreſts and Deſarts, the ſorry Pittance of his ill- 
ſtored Wallets, which he however crammed and 
ſtuffed with what he thought could beſt make the 


change of his Condition tolerable, And now Don 


Quixote 
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Quixote taking his leave of Don Lorenzo, Sir, {lid 
ho, I don't know whether I have already ſaid it tg 
you, but if J have, give me leave to repeat it once 
more, that if you are Ambitious of climbing up to 
the difficult, and in a manner inacceſſible, Sumni: 
ef the Temple of Fame, your ſureſt way is to leiye 
on one hand the narrow Path of Poetry, and follow 
the narrower Prack of Knight-Errantry, which in 
a trice may raiſe you to an Imperiat Throne. With 
theſe Words, Don Quixote ſeemed to have ſummed 
up the whole Evidence of his Madneſs. However, he 
eould not conclude without adding ſomething more: 
Heaven knows, ſaid he, how willingly I would take 
Don Lorenzo with me, to inſtruct him in thoſe Vir- 
tues that are annexed to the Employment I protel:, 
to ſpare the Humble, and cruſh: the Proud and 
Haughty. But fince bis tender Years do not quality 
him for the Hardſhips of that Life, and his Laudabl: 
Exerciſes. detain him, I muſt reſt contented with 
letting you know, That one way to acquire Fame 
in Poetry, is, to be govern'd by other Men's Judg. 
ment more than your own : For it is natural to Fa- 
thers and Mothers not to think their own Children 
ugly; and this Error is no where ſo common as in 
the Off- spring of the Mind. Don Diego and hs 
don were again ſurprized to hear this Medley of good 
Senſe and Extravagance, and to find the poor Gentle- 
man ſo ſtrongly bent on the queſt of his unlucky 
Adventures, the only Aim and Objict of his Deſires. 
After this, and man» Compliments, and mutual 
Reiterations of Offew#df Service, Don Yuxote hav- 
ing taken leave of the Lay of the Caſtle, he on R- 
zinante, and Sancho on Dapple, ſet out, and purſued 
their Journey. 


CHAP, 
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CHA P. XIX. 


The Adventure of the Amorous Shepherd, and 
other truly comical Paſſages. 


ON Quixote had not travelled far, when he 

was overtaken by two Men that looked like 
dtudents or Eccleſiaſticks, with two Farmers, all 
mounted upon Aſſes. One of the Scholars had behind 
him a ſmall Bundle of Linen, and two pair of Stock- 
ings, truſſed up in green Buckram like a Portman- 
teau 3 the other had no other Luggage but a Couple 
of Foils and a Pair of Fencing-Pumps. And the 
Huſbandmen had a Parcel of other things, which 
ſhew'd, that having made their Market at ſome ad- 
jacent Town, they were now returning home with 
their Ware. They all admir'd (as indeed all others 
did that ever beheld him), what kind of a Fellow Don 
uixete was, ſeeing him make a Figure ſo different 
from any thing they had ever ſeen. The Knight 
ſaluted them, and perceiving their Road lay the ſame 
way, offer'd them his Company, intreating them 


| however to move an eaſter Pace, becauſe their Aſſes 


went faſter than his Horſe; and to engage them 
the more, he gave them a Hint of his Circumſtances 
and Profeſſion ; that he was a Knight-Errant travel- 
ling round the World in Queſt of Adventures, that 
his proper Name was Don Quixote de la Mancha; 
but his Titular Denomination, The Knight of the 
Lions. All this was Greet, or Pedlar's French to the 
Countrymen ; but the Students preſently found out 
his Blind-ſide, However, with a reſpectful Diſtance, 
dir Knight, ſaid one of them, if you are not fix'd to 
any ſet Stage, as Perſons of your Function ſeldom 
are, let us beg the Honour of your Company; and 


you ſhall be entertain'd with one of the fineſt and 


molt 
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moſt ſumptuous Weddings, that ever was ſeen, either 
in la Mancha, or many Leagues round it, The Nup- 
tials of ſome young 8 I preſume, ſaid Don 
So No, Sir, anſwered the other, but of 1 

eoman's Son, and a Neighbour's Daughter ; he 
the richeſt in all this Country, and ſhe the hand- 
ſomeſt you ever ſaw. The Entertainment at the Wed- 
ding will be New and Extraordinary, 'tis to be kept 
in a Meadow near the Village where the Bride lives, 
They call her Quiteria the Handſome, by reaſon of her 
Beauty ; and the Bridegroom Camacho the Rich, on 
account of his Wealth. They are well match'd as to 
Age, for ſhe draws towards Eighteen, and he is about 


Two and Twenty, though ſome nice Folks that 


have all the Pedigrees in the World in their Heads, 
will tell ye, that the Bride comes of a better Family 
than he; but that's not minded now-a-days, for Mo- 
ney you know will hide many Faults. And indeed, 


this ſame Camacho is as free as a Prince, and deſigns 


to ſpare no Coſt upon his Wedding. He has taken 
a Fancy to get the Meadow ſhaded with Boughs, that 
are to cover it like an Arbor, ſo that the Sun will 


have much ado to peep thro', and viſit the green 


Graſs underneath. There are alſo provided for the 
Diverſion of the Company ſeveral Sorts of Anticks 
and Morrice-Dancers, ſome with Swords, and ſome 
with Bells ; for there are young Fellows in his Vil- 
lage can manage em cleverly, I ſay nothing of thoſe 
that play Tricks with the Soles of their Shoes when 
they dance, leaving that to the Judgment of the 
Gueſts. But nothing that I've told or might tell you 
of this Wedding, is like to make it ſo remarkable as 
the things which I imagine poor Baſis Deſpair will 
do. This Baſil is a young Fellow, that lives next Door 
to Duiteria's Father. Hence Love took occaſion to 


ive Birth to an Amour, like that of old, between 
7 and Thiſbe ; for Baſil's Love grew up ws 
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bim from a Child, and ſhe encourag'd his Paſſion 
with all the kind Return that Modeſty could grant ; 
inſomuch, that the mutual Affection of the two lit- 
ne ones was the common Talk of the Village, But 
| Oteria in to Vears of Maturity, her Father 
began to deny Baſil the uſual Acceſs to his Houſe; 
and to cut off his farther Pretences, declared his Re- 
W {lution of marrying her to Camacho, who is indeed 
W his Superior in Eſtate, though far ſhort of him in all 
other Qualifications ; for Baſil, to give the Devil his 


a Bar, Wreſtle or play at Tennis with the beſt He in 
| the Country ; he runs like a Stag, leaps like a Buck, 
plays at Nine-pins ſo well, you'd think he tips em 
down by Witchcraft; ſings like a Lark; touches a 


compleat his Perfections, he handles a Sword like a 
| Fencer, For that very ſingle Qualification, ſaid Don 
Quixote, he deſerves not only Quiteria the Handſome, 
but a Princeſs ; nay, Queen Guinever herſelf, were 
ſhe now living, in ſpight of Sir Lancelot and all that 
would oppoſe it. Well, quoth Sancho, who had been 
filent, and liſt'ning all the while, my Wife us'd to 
tell me, ſhe would have every one marry with. their 
Matca. Like to like, quoth the Devil to the Collier, 
and every Sow to her own I rough, as t'other Saying 


Baſil een marry her! for methinks I have a huge 
| liking to the young Man, and ſo Heaven bleſs them 

together, ſay I, and a Murrain ſeize thoſe that will 
ſpoil a good Match between thoſe that love one ano- 
ther! Nay, ſaid Don Quixote, if Marriage ſhould 
be always the Conſequence of mutual Love, what 
would become of the Prerogative of Parents, and 


might always chuſe their own Huſbands, we ſhould 


and 


Due, is the clevereſt Fellow we have; he'll pitch ye 


Guitar ſo rarely, he even makes it ſpeak ; and to 


is: As for my part, all I would have is, that honeft 


their Authority over their Children? If young Girls 


have the beſt Families intermarry with Coachmen - 
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and Grooms; and young Heireſſes would throy 
themſelves away upon the firſt wild young Fl. 
lows, whoſe promiſing Out- fides and Afurance 
makes 'em ſet up for Fortunes, though all their 
Stock conſiſts in Impudence. For the Underſtand- 
ing which alone ſhould diſtinguiſh and chuſe in theſe 
Caſes as in all others, is apt to be blinded or bia%, 
by Love and Affection; and Matrimony is ſo nice 
and critical a Point, that it requires not only our 
own cautious Management, but even the Direction 
of a ſuperior Power to chuſe right. Whoever un- 
dertakes a long Journey, if he be wiſe, makes it his Bu- 
ſineſs to find out an agreeable Companion. Ho 
cautious then ſhould He be, who is to take a Jour- 
ney for Life, whoſe Fellow - Traveller muſt not 
part with him but at the Grave; his Companion at 
Bed and Board and Sharer of all the Pleaſures and 
Fatigues of his Journey ; as the Wife muſt be to the 
Husband ! She is no ſuch Sort of Ware, that a Man 
can be rid of when he pleaſes: When once that's 
purchas'd, no Exchange, no Sale, no Alienation 
can be made: She is an inſeparable Accident to Man: 
Marriage is a Nooſe, which, faſten'd about the 
1 Neck, runs the cloſer, and ſits more uneaſy by our 
| ſtruggling to get looſe: Tis a Gordian Knot which 
| none can unty, and being twifted with our T hread 
of Life, nothing but the Scythe of Death can cut it. 
I could dwell longer on this Subject, but that I long 
to know from the Gentleman, whether he can tell 
us any thing more of Baſi!? All I can tell you, {aid 
the Student, is, that he's in the Caſe of all deſperate 
Lovers; ſince the Moment he heard of this intended 
Marriage, he has never been ſeen to ſmile or talk 
rationally ; he is in a deep Melancholy, that might Wh 
indeed rather be call'd a dozing Frenzy; he talks to 
himſelf, and ſeems out of his Senſes ; he hardly eats 
or ſleeps, and lives like a Savage in the open F * 
13 
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his only Suſtenance a little Fruit, and his only Bed 
the hard Ground; ſometimes he lifts up his Eyes to 
Heaven, then fixes them on the Ground, and in 
either Poſture ſtands like a Statue. In ſhort, he is 
reduc'd to that Condition, that we who are his Ac- 
quaintance verily believe, that the Conſummation 
of this Wedding to Morrow will be attended by his 
Death. Heav'n forbid ; Marry and Amen, cry'd 
Sancho! Who can tell what may happen? He that 
gives a broken Head can give a Plaiſter. This is one 
Day, but to Morrow is another, and ſtrange things 
may fall out in the roaſting of an Egg. After a Storm 
comes a Calm. Many a Man that went to Bed well, 
has found himſelf dead in the Morning when he 
awak' d. Who can put a Spoke in Fortune's Wheel? 
Vo body here I am ſure. Between a Woman's Yea 
a Nay, I would not engage to put a Pin's- point, 
' ſo cloſe they be one to another. If Mrs. Quiteria 
bee Maſter Baſil, ſhe'll give Camacho the Bag to 


bold; for this ſame Love, they ſay, looks through 
3 WhpcQacles, that makes Copper look like Gold, a 
2 Cart like a Coach, and a Shrimp like a Lobſter, 


Whither in the name of III-luck are thou runnin 

now Sancho, ſaid Don Quixate? When thou fall'i 

[to threading thy Proverbs and old Wives Sayings, the 
Devil (cho I wiſh had thee) can't ſtop thee. What doſt 
Thou know, poorAnimal, of Fortune, or her Wheel, 
or any thing elſe? Why, truly Sir, quoth Sancho, if 
[you don't underſtand me, no wonder if my Sen- 
[tences be thought Nonſenſe. But let that peſs, I 
underſtand myſelf; and Pm ſure I han't talk'd fo 
much like a Ninny. But you forſooth are ſo ſharp 
a Cricket, A Critick, Blockhead, ſaid Don Quix- 


_ ge, thou confounded Corrupter of human Speech? 
bY By yea, and by nay, quoth Sancho, what makes you 
* 0 angry, Sir? I was never brought up at School 
yep or Varſity, to know when I murder a hard Word. 


— 2 2 
- 'x 4 
_— ” * 
— [3 8 
* nr. 
=" __ 


Vol. III. H 1 


—— — 


"q KB 
4 
U 
4 4 
: . 
FI LY 
= 
* | 
. 
= d 
d as! 
0 of * 
4 
, by TI» 
: 
4 
\ 
„ 
- 
. of o 
* « \ 
, 
% $ 
T1 - 
4 
- : 
7 
! k 
U 
« 
- 
\ U 
T . 
» = 
2 
* 
= 
* 4 
. * 
14 a 
* 
1 % 
* 8 
, : r 
LY \ 
4 
9 
1 1 
4 
- 
* 
1 = 
* - 
14 
* 
| 4 
: 
= 
Lo 3 
G 
4 
. 
co 
* l : 
9 
* 
5 
NH " 
be 
L l 
\ l 
ö 7 : 
2 
1 
3 F #3 5 
» 
* 
0 
| : 
A 
} : 
" ,m DD 
. & 
1 
ol 
$4 
h 
* 
N 
30 
P N 
! 


Fi, 


Fwy 2 


17 The Life and Atchievements 
I was never at Court to learn to ſpell, Sir. dome 
are born in one Town, ſome in another; one at St. 
Fe, another at Tolede ; and even There all are not 
o nicely ſpoken. You are in the right, Friend, 
faid the Student: Thoſe Natives of that City, why 
live among the Tanners, or about the Market cf 
Zocedrver, and are confin'd to mean Converſation, 
cannot ſpeak fo well as thoſe that frequent the polite 
Part of the Town, and yet they are all of To, 
But Propriety, Purity, and Elegance of Style, may 
be found among Men of Breeding and Judgment; let 
*em be born where they will, for Their ment ; 
the Grammar of good Language, though Practice and 
Example will go a great way. As for my part, I hare 
had the Happineſs of good Education ; it has becn my 
Fortune to ſtudy the Civil Law at Salamanca, and! 
have made it my Buſineſs all along to expreſs myſelf 
properly, neither like a Ruſtick nor a Pedant. Ay, 
ay, Sir, ſaid the other Student, - your Parts might 
have qualify'd you for a Maſter of Arts Degree, had 
you not miſemploy'd *em in minding ſo much thoſe 
fooliſh Foils Tow carry about with you, and that 
make you lag behind your Juniors. 2 you good 
Sir Batchelor, ſaid the other, your mean Opinion ci 
theſe Foils is erroneous and abſurd ; for I can deduce 
the Uſefulneſs of the Art of Fencing from ſeveri 
undeniable Axioms : Pſhaw, ſaid Corchuelo, for 0 
was the other called, don't tell me of Axioms: Il 
fight you, Sir, at your own Weapons. Here am he 
that underſtand neither Quart, nor Tierce ; but 
have an Arm, I have Strength, and I have Courage. 
Give me one of your Foils, and in ſpight of all your 
Diſtances, Circles, Falſifies, Angles, and all other 
Terms of your Art, I'll ſhew you there's nothung 
in't, and will make Reafon glitter in your Eye. 
That Man breathes not Vital Air, that I will tun 
my Back on. And he muſt have more than 2 
4 +. % ' Orce, 
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Force, that can ſtand his Ground againſt me, As 
for ſtanding Ground, ſaid the Artiſt, I won't be 
oblig d to't. But have a care, Sir, how you preſs 
upon a Man of Skill, for ten to one, at the very fir 
Advance, but he's in your Body up to the Hilt. I'II 
try that preſently, fig Corchuels; and ſpringing 
| briſkly from his Aſs, ſnatch'd one of the Foils whic 
the Student carry'd. Hold, hold, Sir, ſaid Don 
9rixote I will ſtand Judge of the Field, and fee fair 
Play on both Sides ; and interpoſing with his Lance, 
he alighted, and gave the Artiſt time to put himſclt 
in his Poſture, and take his Diſtance. hen Cor- 
| cbuels flew at him like a Fury, helter ſkelter, cut and 
thruſt, backſtroke and r ſingle and double, 
and laid on like any Lion. But the Student ſtopp'd 
al him in the middle of his Career with ſuch a Dab in 
ſell the Teeth, that he made Corcbuclo foam at the 
Mouth. He made him kiſs the Button of his Foil, 
t if it had been a Relick, though not altogether with 
ſo much Devotion. In ſhort, he told all the Buttons 


hole of his ſhort Caſſock with pure clean Thrufts, and 
tan made the Skirts of it hang about him in Rags like 
00 Fiſh-tails. Twice he ſtruck off his Hat, and in fine, 


ſo maul'd and tir'd him, that through perfect Vex- 
ation Corchyelo took the Foil by the Hile, and hurPd 


ver it from him with ſuch Violence, that one of the 
Or 0 Countrymen that were by, happening to be a No- 
: PI tary-Publick, has it upon Record to this Day, that 
am| | he threw it almoſt three quarters of a League; which 
but | Teſtimony has ſerv'd, and yet ſerves to let Poſterity 


know that Strength is overcome by Art. At laſt 


| you Wh Corchuelo, puffing and blowing, fat down to reſt him- 
oth! E felf, and Sancho, coming up to him, Mr. Batchelor, 
hie quoth he, henceforwards take a Fool's Advice, and 
Eyes WW never challenge a Man to Fence, but to Wreſtle or 


. the Bar; you ſeem cut out for thoſe Sports: 
ut this Fencing is a tickliſh Point, Sir, meddle no 
H 2 more 
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more with it; for I have heard ſome of your Maſten 
of the Science ſay, they can hit the Eye of a Needle 
with the Point of a Sword. Corchuels acknowledge 
himſelf convinc'd of an Error by Experience, and 
een the Artiſt, they became the better Friend; 
for this Tilting. So, without ſtaying for the Notary 
that went for the Foil, and could not be back in x 
great while, they put on to the Town where Quite 
ria liv'd, they all dwelling in the ſame Village, By 
the way, the Student held forth upon the Excellency 
of the Noble Science of Defence, with ſo many plain 
and convincing Reaſons, drawn from expreſſive 
Figures and Mathematical Demonſtrations, that all 
were ſatisfy'd of the Excellency of the Art, and Gr 
chuelo was reclaim'd from his Incredulity, *T was now 
pretty dark ; but before they got to the Village, there 
appear'd an entire blazing Conſtellation: Their 
Ears were entertain'd with the pleaſing, but con- 
fus'd Sounds of ſeveral Sorts of Muſick, Drums, 
Fiddles, Pipes, Tabors and Bells; and as they ap- 
proached nearer ſtill, they found a large Arbour at 
the Entrance of the Town, ſtuck full of Lights, 
-which burnt undiſturb'd by the leaſt Breeze of Wind, 
The Muſicians, which are the Life and Soul of Di- 
verſion at a Wedding, went up and down in Band 
about the Meadow. In ſhort, ſome danc'd, ſome 
ſung, ſome play'd, and Mirth and Jollity revel 
through that delicious Scat of Pleaſure, Others 
were employ'd in raiſing Scaffolds for the better View 
'of the Shows and Entertainments prepar'd for the 
happy Camacho's Wedding, and likewiſe to folemnize 
poor Baſil's Funeral. All the Perſuaſions and En- 
deavours of the Students and Countrymen could not 
move Don Quixote to enter the Town; urging for 
his Reaſon the Cuſtom of Knights-Errant, who choſe 
to lodge in Fields and Foreſts under the Canopy 0 


Heaven, rather than in foft Beds under a 9900 
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Roof; and therefore he left 'em, and went a little 
out of the Road, full ſore againſt Sancho's Will, who 
had not yet forgot the good Lodging and Entertain- 
ment he had at Don Diego's Houſe or Caſtle. 


a. 
„ 


. 


An Account of Rich Camacho*s edding, and 
what befel poor Baſil. 
given place to the reful- 


Carce had the fair Aurora g 

gent Ruler of the Day, and given him time, 
with the Heat of his prevailing Ravs, to drv the 
liquid Pearls on his Golden Locks, when Don Quix- 
ite, ſhaking off ſluggiſh Sleep from his drowſy Limbs, 
aroſe and call'd his Squire: But finding him {till 
Snoring, O thou moſt. happy Mortal upon Larth, 
ſaid he, how ſweet is thy Repoſe ; Envy'd by none, 
and envying no Man's Greatneſs, ſecure thou ſleep'ſt, 
thy Foul e pod and calm]! No Power of Magick 
perſecutes Thee, nor are thy Thoughts affrighted by 
Inchantments. Sleep on, ſleep on, a hundred times, 


ſleep on. Thoſe jealous Cares that break a Lover's 


Heart, do not extend to Thee; neither the Dread of 
craving Creditors, nor the diſmal Foreſight of inevi- 
table Want, or Care of finding Bread tor a helpleſs 


ſtarving Family, keep thee waking. Ambition does 


not make thee uneaſy, the Pomp and Vanity of this 
World do not perplex thy Mind; for all. thy Care's 
Extent reaches but to thy Afs. "Thy Perſon and thy 
Welfare thou haſt committed to My Charge, a Bur- 


den impos'd on Maſters by Nature and Cuſtom, to 


weigh and cqunterpoiſe the Offices of Servants, 


Which is the greateſt Slave ? The Servant's Buſineſs 


is perform'd by a few Manual Dutics, which on! 


reconcile him more to reſt, and make him flecp / 
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more ſound ; while the anxious Maſter has not leiſure 
to cloſe his Eyes, but muſt labour Day and Night 
to make Proviſion for the Subſiſtence of his Servant; 
not only in time of Abundance, but even when the 
Heavens deny thoſe kindly Showers that mult ſupply 
this Want. To all this fine Expoſtulation S2ncl. 
anſwer'd not a word; but ſlept on, and was not 
to be wak'd by his Maſter's calling! or otherwiſe, 
till he prick'd him in the Buttocks with the ſharp 
End of his Lance. At length opening his Eve-lid; 
half way, and rubbing them, after vn, By gap'd and 
vawn'd, and ſtretch'd his drowſy Limbs, he look d 
about him, and ſnuffing up his Noſe, I'm much 
miſtaken quoth he, if from this ſame Arbour thete 
come not a pure Steam of a good broiPd Raſher, 
that comforts my Noſtrils more than all the Herbs 
and Ruſhes le, ay And by my Holy Dame, a 
Wedding that begins ſo ſavourly muſt be a dainty 
one. Away Cormorant, ſaid Don 1 rouze 
and let's go ſee ir, and learn how it fares with the 
diſdain'd Baſil, Fare? quoth Sancho; why if he be 
poor, he muſt e' en be ſo ſtill, and not think to marry 
Auiteria. Tis a pretty Fancy, ifaith ! For a Fel- 
low who has not a Croſs, to run madding after what 
is Meat for his Betters. I'll lay my Neck that Co- 
macha covers this ſame Baſil from Head to Foot with 
white Six-pences, and will ſpend ye more at 2 
Breakfaſt than t'other's worth, and be ne'er the worſe, 
And d'ye think that Madam Quiteria will quit her 
fine rich (Gewns and Petticoats, her Necklaces of 
Pearl, her 12 her Finery and Bravery, and all 
that Camacho has given her, and may afford to give 
her, to marry a Fellow with whom ſhe muſt knit or 
ſpin for her Living? What fignifes His Bar-pitching 
and Fencing ? Will that pay for a Pint of Wine at 
the Tavern? If all thoſe rare Parts won't go to 
Market, and make the Pot boil, the duce take em 


for 
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Foundation, a Man may build a good Houſe, and 
Money is the beſt Foundation in the World. For 
Heaven's Sake, dear Sancho, ſaid Don Quixcte, 
bring thy tedious Harangue to a Concluſion. For 
my part, I believe, werc't thoy let alone when thy 
Clack is once ſet a going, thou would'ſt ſcarce allow 
thyſelf time to eat or fleep, but would'ſt prate on to 
the End of the Chapter. Troth Maſter ! reply'd 
Sancho, your Memory muſt be very ſhort, not to 
remember 'the Articles of our Agreement before I 


came this laſt Journey with you. I was to ſpeak ' 


what I would, and when I would, provided I ſaid 
nothing againſt my Neighbour, or your Worſhip's 
Authority; and I don't ſee that J have broken my 
Indentures yet. 'I*remember no ſuch Article, faid 
Don Quixote; and though it were ſo, tis my Plea- 
ſure you now be ſilent and attend me; for the Inſtru- 
ments we heard laſt Night begin to chear the Vallies, 
and doubtleſs the Marriage will be ſolemnized this 
Morning, ere the Heat of the Day prevent the Di- 
verſion. Thereupon Sancho (aid no more but ſad 
dled Roazimante, and clapp'd his Pack- ſaddle on Dap- 
ple's Back; then both mounting, away they rode 
fair and ſoſtly into the Arbour, T f 

bleſs*d Sancho's Sight there, was a whole Steer ſpitted 
on a large Elm, before a mighty Fire made of a Pile 
of Wood, that ſeemed a flaming Mountain.” Round 
this Bonfire were placed fix capacious Pots, caſt in 


no common Mould, or rather fix ample Coppers, 


every ohe containing a whole Shamble of Meat, and 
entire Sheep were ſunk and loft in them, and ſoak'd 
3 conveniently as Pigeons. The Branches of the 
Trees round were all garniſh'd with an infinite Num- 


ber of cas d 'Hares, and 'pluck'd' Fowl of ſeveral 


H 4 Sorts: 
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for me: tho" where they light on a, Man that has 
| wherewithal, may I never ſtir, if they don't ſet 
| him off rarely. With good Materials on a good 


he firſt thing chat 
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Sorts: And then for Drink, Sancho told above 
threeſcore Skins of Wine, each of which contained 
aboye two Arrobas*, and as it afterwards proud, 
ſprightly Liquor, A goodly Pile of white Loavg 
made a large Rampart on the one ſide, and a ſtately 
Wall of Cheeſes ſet up like Bricks made a come) 
Bulwark on the other. Two Pans of Oil, each 
bigger than a Dyer's Fat, ſerv'd to fry their Pan- 
- cakes, which they lifted out with two ſtrong Peel 
when they were fry'd enough, and then they dippd 
em in as large a Kettle of Honey prepar'd for that 
purpoſe, To dreſs all this Proviſion, there were 
above fifty Cooks, Men and Women, all cleanly, 
diligent and chearful. In the ample Belly of the Steer 
they had ſew'd up twelve little ſucking Pigs emboy- 
eld, to give it the more ſavoury Taſte. Spices of 
all Sorts lay about in ſuch Plenty, that they appecar'd 
to be bought by Wholeſale, In ſhort, the whole 
Proviſion was indeed Country-like, but plentiful 
enough to feaſt an Army. Sancho beheld all this 
with Wonder and Delight. "The firſt Temptation 
that captivated his Senſes was the goodly Pots ; his 
Bowels yearn'd, and his Mouth water'd at the dainty 
Contents: By and by he falls deſperately in Love 
with the Skins of Wine; and laſtly, his Aﬀections 
were fix d on the Frying-pans, if ſuch honouradl: 
Kettles ' may accept of the Name, The Scent 
of the fry'd Meat put him into ſuch a Commotion 
of Spirit that he could hold out no longer, but 
accoſting one of the buſy Cooks with all the 
ſmooth and hungry Reaſons he was Maſter of, he 
begg'd his Leave to ſop a Luncheon of Bread in one 
of the Pans. Friend, quoth the Cook, no Hunger 
muſt be felt near us to Day (Thanks to the F 2 
er 


| * In Spain they reckon the Quantity of Wine by the 
Weight, an Arroba being 28 Pounds, fo that two of en 
make Seven Gallons. RE, 
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der) Light, licht Man, and it thou can'ſt find 
erer a Ladle there, ſkim out a Puliet or two, and 
much good may do you. Alack-a-day, quoth 
| Sancho, I ſee no Ladle, Sir. Blood and Suet, cry'd 
the Cook, what a ſilly helpleſs Fellow thou art ! 
Let me ſee. With that he took a Kettle, and ſow- 
ung into one of the Pots, he fiſh'd out three Hens 
and a couple of Geeſe at one heave, Here, Friend, 
aid he to Sancho, take this, and make ſhift to ſtay 
E your Stomach with that Scum till Dinner be ready. 
Heaven reward you, cry'd Sancho, but where ſhall I 
put it! Here, anſwer'd the Cook, take Ladle and 
all, and thank the Founder, once more I ſay; no 
Body will grudge it thee, While Sancho was thus 
E employ'd, Don Quixote ſaw twelve young Farmers 
© Sons, all dreſs'd very Gay, enter upon ſtately Mares, 
s richly and gaudily equipp'd as the Country could 
afford, with little Bells faſten'd to their Furniture. 
© Theſe in a cloſe Body made ſeveral Careers up and 
don the Meadow, merrily ſhouting and crying out, 
Long live Camacho, and Quiteria, He as rich as She 
fur, and She the faireſt in the World! Poor Ignorants 
(thought Don Quixote, over-hearing them) you ſpeak 
as you know; but had you ever ſeen my Dulcinea del 
E 7ohoſe, you would not be ſo laviſh of your Praiſes" 
here. In a little while, at ſeveral other parts of the 
# ſpacious Arbour enter'd a great Number of Dancers, 
and among the reſt twenty four young active Coun- 
Etry-Lads in their fine Holland-Shirts, with their" 
Handkerchiefs wrought with ſeveral Colours of fine 
ilk, wound about their Heads, each of 'em with 
word in Hand. They Danc'd a Military Dance, 
and ſkirmiſh'd with one another, mixing and inter- 
mixing with their naked Swords, with wonderful 
eight and activity, without hurting each other in the 
Wait. This Dance pleas'd Don Quixote mightily, and 
Wough he was no Stranger to ſuch fort of Dances, he 
H 5 thought 
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thought it the beſt he had ever ſeen, There was ano. 
ther he alſo liked very well, perform'd all by moſt 
Beautiful young Maids, between fourteen and eigh- 
teen Years of Age, clad in light Green, with their 
Hair partly filletted up with Ribbons, and partly 
Panging looſe about their Shoulders, as bright and 
lovely as the Sun's Golden Beams. Above all they 
wore Garlands of Roſes, Jaſmine, Amaranth, and 
Honey-ſuckles. They were led up by a Reverend 
Old Man, and a Matronly Woman, both much more 
light and active than their Years ſeemed to promiſe, 

hey danc'd to the Muſick of Zamora Bagpipes ; 
and ſuch was the Modeſty of their Looks, and the 
Agility of their Feet, that they appear'd the prettieſt 
Dancers in the World. After theſe, came in an arti- 
ficial Dance or Maſque, conſiſting of Eight Nymph, 
caſt into two Diviſions, of which Love led one, and 
I/ealth the other; one with his Wings, his Bow, his 
Arrows, and his Quiver ; the other array'd in ſeveral 
gaudy Colours of Gold and Silk, 'The Nymphs of 
Cipid's Party had their Names inſcribed in large Cha- 
racters behind their Backs. The firſt was Poeſy, Pru- 
dence was the next, the third Nobility, and Valour was 
the fourth, Thoſe that attended J/ealth were Lile— 
rality, Reward, ds Lb and Peaceable Pee 22 
Before ein came a Pageant repreſenting a Caſtle, 
drawn by four Savages, clad in green, cover'd over 
with Ivy, and grim ſurly Vizards on their Faces, ſo 
to the Life that they had almoſt frighted Sancho. On 
the Frontiſpiece and on every Quarter of the Edifice 
was inſcrib'd, the Caſtle of //i/e Reſervedneſs. Four 
expert Muſicians play'd to them on Pipe and Tabor. 
Cupid began the Dance, and after two Movements, 
he caſt up his Eyes, and bent his Bow againſt a Vir- 
gin that ſtood upon the Battlements of the Caſtle, ad- 
drefling himſelf in this manner, 


The 


of the Renton'd Don Quixote, 
The MASQUE. 
LOVE. 


27 Name is Love, 3 my Stay, 
The great Good and greateſt Pain. 
Air, Earth, and Seas my Power obey, 

And Gods themſelves mufl drag my Chain. 
In every Heart my Throne I keep, IE 
Fear ne er could daunt my daring Soul : 

I fire the Boſom of the .J. | 
And the profoundeſt Hell controul. 
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Having ſpoken theſe Verſes, Cupid ſhot an Arrow 
over the Caſtle, and retir'd to his Station, 'Then 
Wealth advanc*d, and perform'd two Movements; 
after which the Muſick ſtopp'd, and he expreſs'd 
himſelf thus: | 


WEALTH, 


] Ove's my Incentive and my End, 
4 But Pm a greater Power than Love 
The” Earthly Born, I Earth tranſcend, 
Fer Wealth's a Bleſſing from above. 
Bright Maid, with me recieve and bleſs 
The ſureſt Pledge of all Succeſs ; 
Defir'd by All, usd right by Few, 
But beſt beſlow'd, when grac'd by you, 
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Mealth withdrew, and Poe/y came forward, and 
after ſhe had performed her Movements like the reſt, 
fixing her Eyes upon the Lady of the Caſtle, repeat- 
ed theſe Lines: [16.4 7 


POQES-Y 
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POESY. 


ter Poeſy in moving Lays 

Love into Hearts, Senſe into Souls conveys ; 
With Sacred Rage can tune to Bliſs or Moe, 
Stays all the Man, and gives him Heaven belnw, 


Bright Nymph, with ev'ry Grace adorn'd, 
Shall noble Verſe by Thee be ſcorn'd ? 
*Tis Wit can beſt thy Beauty prize ; 
Then raiſe the Muſe, and thou by her ſhalt riſe, 


Poefy retir'd, and Liberality advanced from Wealth's 
fide, and after the Dance ſpoke thus: 


LIBERALTTY; 


BE hold that noble golden Mean 
Bettoixt the Sparing and Profuſe ! 
Good Senſe and Merit muſt be ſeen 
Where Liberality's in Uſe. 


But I for Thee will laviſh ſeem; 
For Thee Profuſeneſs PII approve 


For, where the Merit is extreme, 


Abo d not be prodigal of Love ? 

| | — and 

In this manner all the Perſons of each Party ad- my 
vanc'd and ſpoke their-Verſes, of which ſome were | ſha] 
pretty and ſome fooliſh enough, Among the reſt, Don rids 

vixote, tho' he had a good Memory, remember'd on- | and 


ly theſe here ſet down, Then the two Diviſions join'd ties 
into a very pretty Country-Dance ;. and ſtill as Cupid ſo | 
paſs'd by the Caſtle he ſhot a Flight of Arrows, and Was 
Health batter'd it with Golden-Balls ; then drawing 
out a great Purſe of Roman Catis- Skin that ſeem'd go 
0 
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of Money, he threw it againſt the Caſtle, the Boards 

| of which were preſently disſointed, and fell down, 
leaving the Virgin diſcover'd without any Defence. 


Thereupon Wealth immediately enter'd with his Par- 
ty, and throwing a Gold Chain about her Neck, 


made a ſhew of leading her Priſoner: But then Cupid 
with his Attendants came to her Reſcue; and both 


Parties engaging, were parted by the ity 2s, who 
joining the Boards together, inclos'd the Virgin as 


before; and all was perform'd with Meaſure, and to 


the Muſick, that played all the while; and fo the 
Show ended, to the great Content of the Spectators. 
When all was over, Don Quixote aſk'd one of the 
Nymphs, who it was that compos'd the Entertain- 
ment? She anſwer'd, that it wasa certain Clergyman 
who liv'd in their Town, that had a rare Talent that 
way. I dare lay a Wager, ſaid Don Quixote, he was 
| more a Friend to Baſil than to Camacho, and knows 
better what belongs to a Play than a Prayer-Book : 
| He has expreſs'd Baſil's Parts and Camacho's Eſtate 
very naturally in the Deſign of your Dance. God bleſs 
the King and Camacho ſay I, quoth Sancho, who heard 
this. Well! Sancho, fays Don Qxixote, thou art a 
white-liver'd Rogue to change Parties as thou doſt; 
E thou'rt like the Rabble, which always cry, Long live 
the Conqueror. I know not what I'm like, reply'd 
Sancho; but this I know, that this KettIE-full of Geeſe 
and Hens, is a Bribe for a Prince. Camacho has fill'd 
my Belly, and therefore has won my Heart. When 
| ſhall I ladle out ſuch dainty Scum out of Baſis Por- 
ridge-Pots (added he, ſhewing his Maſter the Meat, 
| and falling on luſtily);) therefore a Fig for his Abili- 
ties fay I, As he ſows fo let him reap, and as he reaps 
ſo let him ſow. My old Grannum (reſt her Soul) 
was wont to fay, there were but two Families in the 
World, Have-much and Have-little ; and ſhe had ever 
a great Kindneſs for the Family of the * 
g : Octor 
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Doctor gives his Advice by the Pulſe of your Pocket; 
and an Ats cover'd with Gold, looks better than an 
Horſe with a Pack-Saddle; fo once more I ſay, Ca- 
macho for My Money. Haſt thou not done yet? fail 
Don Quixote. I muſt have done, anſwer'd Sancho, be- 
cauſe I find you begin to be in a Paſſion, elſe I hal 
Work cut out for Three Days and a Half. Well! 
ſaid Don Quixote, thou wilt never be ſilent till thy 
Mouth's full of Clay; when thou'rt dead, I hope! 
ſhall have ſome Reſt. Faith and Troth now Maſter, 
quoth Sancho, you did ill to talk of Death, Heaven 
bleſs us, tis no Child's Play; you've c'en ſpoil'd my 
Dinner; the very Thought of raw Bones and lan- 
thorn Jaws makes me ſick. Death eats up all Things, 
both the young Lamb and old Sheep ; and I have heard 
our Parſon ſay, Death values a Prince no more than a 
Clown; all's Fith that comes to his Net ; he throws 
at all, and ſweeps Stakes; he's no Mower that takes 
a Nap at Noon-Day, but drives on, fair Weather or 
foul, and cuts down the green Graſs as well as the 
ripe Corn: He's neither ſqueamiſh nor queeſy- ſto- 
mach'd, for he ſwallows without chewing, andcrams 
down all things into his ungracious Maw; and tho 
ou can fee no Belly he has, he has a confounded 
Posh and thirſts after Men's Lives, which he gug- 

les down like Mother's Milk. Hold, hold, cry'd the 
Enicht, go no further, for thou art come to a very 
handſome Period; thou haſt ſaid as much of Death in 
thy home-ſpun Cant, as a good Preacher could have 
done: Thou haſt got the Knack of Preaching, Man! 
I muſt get thee a Pulpit and Benefice, I think. He 
preaches well that lives well, quoth Sancho, that's all 
the Divinity I underſtand. Thou haſt Divinity enough, 
ſaid the Don ; * I wonder at one thing, *tis ſaid 
the Beginning of Wifdom proceeds from the Fear of 


Heaven; how happens it then, that thou, who feareſt 
a Lizard more than Omnipotence, ſhould'ſt be fo wile! 


Pray, 
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Pray, Sir, reply'd Sancho, judge You of your Knight 
E Wehe middle Sith other Men's Fears, 
for I am as pretty a Fearer of Heaven as any. of m 
Neighbours ; and ſo let me diſpatch this Scum, (and 
much Good may't do thee honeſt Sancho; Conſider, 
Sir, we muſt give an Account for our idle Words, 
another Day; I muſt have other Pluck at the Kettle. 
With that he attack'd it with ſo couragious an Appe- 
tite, that he ſharpen'd his Maſter's, who would cer- 
tainly have kept him Company, had he not been pre- 
vented by that which Neceſſity obliges me to relate 
this Inſtant, 
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C1 AP. II. 


The Progreſs of Camacho's Wedding, with 
other delightful Accidents. 


HILE Don Quixote and Sanchs were diſ- 
courſing, as the former Chapter has told you, 
they were interrupted by a great Noiſe of Joy and 
Acclamations rais'd by the Horſemen, who ſhouting 
and galloping, went to meet the young Couple, who, 
ſurrounded by a thouſand Inſtruments and Devices, 
were coming to the Arbour, accompany'd by the Cu- 
rate, their Relations, and all the better ſort of the 
Neighbourhood, ſet out in their Holiday Cloaths. 
Hey-day! quoth Sancho, as ſoon as he ſaw the Bride, 
what have we hear ? Adzookers, this is no Country- 
Laſs, but a fine Court-Lady, all in her Sliks and Sattins, 
by the Maſs! Look, look ye, Maſter, ſee if inſtead of 
Glaſs Necklaces, ſhe have not on Fillets of rich Coral; 
and inſtead of green Serge of Cuencha, athirty-pil'dVel- 
vet. Pl warrant her 3 is white Linnen too; but 
hold, may I never ſquint if it ben't Sattin. Bleſs us! 
ſte what Rings the has on her Fingers, no Jet, no 
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Pewter Bawbles, pure beaten Gold, as I'm a Sinner, 
and ſet with Pearls too ! If every Pearl ben't as white 
as a Syllabub, and each of them as precious as an 
Eye ! How ſhe's bedizon'd, and gliſtens from Top 
to Toe! And now yonder agin, what fine long Locks 
the young Slut has got? If they ben't falſe, I ne'er 
ſaw longer in my born Days. Ah Jade! what a fine 
7; Perſon ſhe is! What a many Trinkets and glar- 
ing Gugaws are dangling in her Hair and about her 
Neck ! Cuds-niggers ! ſhe puts me in mind of an 
over-loaden Date-Tree. 'my Conſcience ! ſhe's a 
Juicy Bit, a mettl'd Wench, and might well paſs 
Mufter in Flanders. Well! I fay no more, but happy 
is the Man that has thee! Don Quixote could not 
help ſmiling to hear Sancho ſet forth the Bride after 
his Ruſtick way, though at the ſame time he beheld 
her with admiration, thinking her the moſt beautiful 
Woman he had ever ſeen, except his Miſtreſs Dul- 
cinea. However, the fair Quiteria appear'd ſome- 
what pale, probably with the ill Reſt which Brides 
commonly have the Night before their Marriage, in 
order to Dreſs themſelves to Advantage. There was 
a large Scaffold erected on one ſide of the Meadow, 
and adorn'd wirh Carpets and Boughs for the Mar- 
riage- Ceremony, and the more convenient Proſpect 
of the Shows and Entertainments. The Proceſſion 
was juſt arriv'd to this Place, when they heard a 
piercing Outcry, and a Voice calling out, Stay, raſh 
and haſty People, ſtay : Upon which all turning a- 
bout, they ſaw a Perſon coming after them in a black 
Coat border*d with Crimſon powder'd with Flames of 
Fire. On his Head he wore a Garland of mournful 
- Cypreſs, and a large Truncheon in his Hand, headed 
with an Iron Spike. As ſoon as he drew near, they 
knew him to be the gallant Baſil, and the whole 
Aſſembly began to fear ſome Miſchief would en- 
ſue, ſeeing him come thus unlook'd for, and with 


ſuch 


ä 
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ſuchan Outcry and Behaviour. He came up tir'd and 
panting before the Bride and Bridegroom; then lean- 
ing on his Truncheon, he fix'd his Eyes on Quiteria, 
turning pale and trembling at the ſame time, and 
with a fearful hollow Voice, Too well you know, 
cry d he, unkind Quiteria, that, by the Ties of Truth, 
and Law of that Heaven which we all revere, while 
I have Life you cannot be marry*d to another. You 
may remember toe, that all the while I tay'd, hoping 
that Time and Induſtry might better my Fortune, 
and render me a Match more equal to you, I never 
offer'd to tranſcend the Bounds of honourable Love, 
by ſoliciting Favours to the Prejudice of your Virtue. 
But you, forgetting all the Ties between us, are go- 
ing now to break *em, and give my Right to another, 
whoſe large Poſſeſſions, though they can procure him 
all other Bleſſings, I had never envy'd, could they 
not have purchaſed You. But no more, the Fates 
have ordained it, and I will further their Deſign, by 
removing this unhappy Obſtacle out of your Way, 
Live, rich Camacho, live happy with the ungrateful 
Quiteria many Y ears, and let the poor, the miſerable 
Bafil die, whoſe Poverty has clipped the Wings of 
his Felicity, and laid him in the Grave ! Saying theſe 
| laſt Words, he drew out of his ſuppoſed Truncheon a 
ſhort Tuck that was concealed in it, and ſetting the 
Hilt of it-to the Ground, he fell upon the Point in 
ſuch a Manner that it came out all bloody at his Back, 
the poor Wretch weltring on the Ground in Blood. 
His Friends, ſtrangely confounded by this ſad Acci- 
dent, ran to help him, and Don 9, 

Rozinante made Haſte to his Aſſiſtance, and takin 
him up in his Arms, found there was {till Life in him, 
| They would fain have drawn the Sword out of his Bo- 
dy, but. the Curate urged it was not convenient till 
de had made Confeſſion, and prepared himſelf for 
Death, which would immediately attend the SEP 
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of Blood, upon pulling the Tuck out of his Body, 
While they were debating this Point, Baſil ſeemel 
to come a little to himſelf, and calling on the Bride: 
Oh! Quiteria (ſaid he, with a faint” and doleful 
Voice) now, now, in this laſt and departing Minute 
of my Life, even in this dreadful Agony of Death, 
would you but vouchſafe to give me your Hand, and 
own yourſelf my Wife, I ſhould think myſelf te. 
warded, for the Lernen! endure; and, pleaſed to 
think this deſperate Deed made me Yours, though 
but for a Moment, I would die contented. The Cu- 
rate hearing this, very earneſtly recommended to him 
the Care of his Soul's Health, which at the preſent 
323 was more proper than any Gratification of 

is outward Man; that his Time was but ſhort, and 
he ought to be very earneſt with Heaven, in implo- 
ring its Mercy and Forgiveneſs for all his Sins, but 
eſpecially for this laſt deſperate Action. To which 
Baſil anſwer'd, That he could think of no Happineſs 
till Nine yielded to be his; but if ſhe would do it, 
that Satisfaction would calm his Spirits, and diſpoſe 
him to confeſs himſelf heartily, Don Quixote hear- 
ing this, .cry'd outaloud, That BaſiPs Demand was 
Juſt and reaſonable, and that Signior Camatho might 
as honourably receive her as the worthy Baſil's Wir 
dow, as if he had received her at her Father's Hands, 
Say but the Word, Madam, continu'd he, pronounce 
it once to fave a Man from Deſpair and Damnation; 
you will not be long bound to it, ſince the nuptial 

ed of this Bridegroom muſt be the Grave. Cama- 
cho ſtood all this while ſtrangely confounded, till at 
laſt he was prevail'd on by the repeated Importunitics 
of Baſil's Friends, to conſent that Quiteria ſhould hu- 
mour the dying Man, knowing her own Happiness 
would thereby be deferr'd but a few Minutes longer. 
Then they all bent their Intreaties to Quiteria, ſome 
with Tears in their Eyes, others with all the engaging 
Want TL St D WL COA 14+ © Argument 
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Arguments their Pity could ſuggeſt. She ſtood a long 
Time inexorable, and did not return any Anſwer, till 
at laſt the Curate came to her, and bid her reſolve 
what ſhe would do; for Baſil was juſt ready to give 
up the Ghoſt. But then the poor Virgin trembling 
and diſmay'd, without ſpeaking a Word, came to 

r Baſil, who lay gaſping for Breath, with his Eyes 

x'd in his Head as if he were juſt expiring ; ſhe 
kneel'd down by him, and with the moſt manifeſt 
Signs of Grief beckon'd to him for his Hand. Then 
Baſil opening his Eyes, and fixing them in a languiſh- 


ing Polare on hers, Oh Quiteria, ſaid he, your Heart 


at laſt relents when your Pity comes too late. Thy 
Arms are now extended to relieve me, when thoſs 
of Death draw me to their Embraces ; and they alas ! 
| are much too ſtrong for thine. , All I deſire of thee, 
O fatal Beauty, is this, let not that fair Hand de- 
ceive me now, as it has done before, but con- 
ſeſs, that what you do is free and voluntary, with- 
out Conſtraint, or in Compliance to any one's Com- 
mands ; declare me openly thy true and lawful Huſ- 
band : Thou wilt not ſure diſſemble with one in 
Death, and deal falſly with his departing Soul, that 
all his Life has been true to thee. In the midft of 

all this Diſcourſe he fainted away, and all the By- 
| ſtanders thought him gone. The poor Quiteria, with 
2 bluſhing Modeſty, a Kind of Violence upon berſelf, 
took him by the Hand, and with a great deal .of E- 
motion, No Force, ſaid ſhe, could ever work upon 
my Will to this Degree, therefore believe it purely 
my own free Will and Inclinatian, that I here pub- 
lickly declare you my only lawful Huſband : Here's 
my Hand in Pledge, and I expect yours as freely in 
return, if your Pains and this ſudden Accident have 
not yet bereft you of all Senſe, I give it you, ſaid 
Baſil, with all the Preſence of Mind Imaginable, 
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and here I own myſelf thy Huſband. And I thy 
Wife, ſaid ſhe, whether thy Life be long, or whe- 
ther from my Arms they bear thee this Inſtant to the 
Grave, Methinks, quoth Sancho, this young Man 
talks too much for a Man in his Condition; pray ad. 
viſe him to leave off his Wooing, and mind his Soul's 
Health. I'm afraid his Death is more in his Tongue 
than between his Teeth. Now when Baſt! and Quiteria 
had thus plighted their Faith to each other, while 
$4 their Hands were join'd together, the tender- 
earted Curate, with Tears in his Eyes, poiired on 
em both the nuptial Bleſſing, beſeeching Heaven at 
the ſame Time, to have Mercy on the new-marry'd 
Man's Soul, and in a Manner mixing the Burial Ser 
vice with the Matrimonial, As ſoon as the Bene- 
diction was pronounc'd, up ſtarts Baſil briſkly from 
the Ground, and with an unexpected Activity whips 
the Sword out of his Body, and caught his dear Qui- 
teria cloſe in his Arms. All the SpeQtators ſtood 
amaz'd, and ſome of the ſimpler Sort ſtuck not to cry 
out, A Miracle, a Miracle! No, no, cry'd Baſil, 
no Miracle, no Miracle, but a Stratagem, a Strata- 
em. The Curate, more aſtoniſh'd and concern'd 
than all the reſt, came with both his Hands to feel 
the Wound, and diſcover'd that the Sword had no 
where paſs'd through the cunning Baſis Body, but 
only through a Tin Pipe full of Blood artfully fitted 
to his Body, and, as it was afterwards known, fo 
prepar'd that the Blood could not congeal. In ſhort, 
the Curate, Camacho, and the Company, found they 
had all been egregiouſly impos'd upon, As for the 
Bride, ſhe was ſo far from being diſpleas'd, that 
hearing it urg'd that the Marriage could not ſtand 
ood in Law, berauſe it was Ru and deceitful, 
ſhe publickly declar'd that ſhe again confirm'd it to 
be juſt, and by the free Conſent of both Parties, 
Camacho and his Friends judging by this * the 
r1C& 


of the Renown'd Don Quixote. 189 


Trick was premeditated, and that ſhe was privy to 


the Plot, enrag'd at this horrid Diſappointment, had 
Recourſe to 1 2 Argument, and drawing their 
Swords ſet furiouſly on Baſil, in whoſe. Defence almoſt 
as many were. immediately unſheathed. Don Quixote 
immediately mounting with his Lance couch'd, and 
cover'd with his Shield, led the Van of Baſil's Party, 
and falling in with the Enemy, charg'd clear thro” 
the Groſs of their Battalia. Sancho, who never lik'd 
any dangerous Work, reſolv'd to ſtand Neuter, and 
ſo retired under the Walls of the mighty Pot whence 
he had got the precious Skimmings, r 
would be reſpected whatever Side gain'd the Battle. 
Don Quixote, addreſſing himſelf to Camacho's Party, 
Hold, Gentlemen, cry'd he, tis not juſt thus with 
Arms to redreſs the . of Love. Love, and 
War are the ſame thing, and Stratagems and Policy 
are as allowable in the one as in the other. Quiteria 
was deſign'd for Baſil, and He for Her, by the unalter- 
able Decrees of Heaven. Camacho's Riches may pur- 
chaſe him a Bride, and more Content elſewhere, 
and thoſe whom Heav'n has join'd let no Man put 
aſunder. Baſil had but this one Lamb, and the Lamb 
of his Boſom, let none therefore offer to take his 
ſingle Delight. from him, though preſuming on his 
Power; for here I ſolemnly declare, that he who 
firſt attempts it muſt paſs through me, and this Lance 
through him, At which he ſhook his Lance in the 
Air with ſo much Vigor and Dexterity, that he caſt 
a ſudden Terror into thoſe that beheld him, who did 
not know the threatning Champion. In ſhort, Don 
Quixote's Words, the good Curate's diligent Media- 
tion, together with Quiteria's Inconſtancy, brought 


Camacho to a_T ruce ;. and he thengiſcreetly confi- 


der d, that ſince Quiteria lov'd Baſel before Marriage, 
"twas probable ſhe would love him afterwards, and 
that therefore he had more Reaſon to thank Heaven 
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for 1 a Riddance, than to repine at loſing her, 
This Thought, improv'd by ſome other Conliderz 
tions, brought both Parties to a fair Accommodation; 
and S to ſhew he did not reſent the Diſay- 
erm blaming rather Quiteria's Levity than 
BaſiPs Policy, invited the whole Company to ſtay, 
and take Share of what he had provided. But Baſl, 
whoſe Virtues, in ſpight of his Poverty, had ſecure! 
him many Friends, drew away Part of the Company 
to attend him and his Bride to her own Town; ar 
among the reſt Don Quixote, whom they all honour'l 
as a Perſon of extraordinary Worth and Bravery, 
Poor Sanchs followed his Maſter with a heavy Heart! 
he could not be reconciFd to the Thoughts of turning 
his Back ſo ſoon upon the good Cheer and Jollity at 
Camachs's Feaſt, that laſted 'till Night; and had a 
ſtrange Hankering after thoſe dear Fleſh-Pots of 
Egypt, which though he left behind in Reality, he 
yet carry'd along with him in Mind. The belovel 
Scum which he had, that was nigh guttPd already, 
made him view with Sorrow the almoſt empty Ket- 
tle, the dear Caſket where his Treafure lay: So that 
ſtomaching mightily his Maſter's Defection from 
Camacho's Feat, he ſullenly pac'd on after Rozrnante, 
very much out of Humour, though he had juſt filld 
his Belly. ak 
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CH AP. XXII. 


An Account of the great Adventure of Mon- 
| telino's Cave, filuated in the Heart of ia 
Mancha, which the Valorous Don Quixote 
| ſucceſsfully Atchiev'd. 


g HE new married Couple entertained Don 
| Quixote very nobly, in Acknowledgment of 
bis Readineſs to defend their Cauſe ; they eſteem'd 
his Wiſdom equal to his Valour, and thought him both 
8 Cid in Arms, and a Cicero in Arts, Honeſt Sancho 
too recruited himſelf to the Purpoſe, during the three 
Days his Maſter ſtay' d, and ſo came to his good Hu- 
| mour again. Baſil then inform'd them, that Quiteria 
knew nothing of his Stratagem : but being a pure 
Device of his own, he had made ſome of his near- 
| eſt Friends acquainted with it, that they ſhould 
ſtand by him if occaſion were, and bring him off 
upon the Diſcovery of the Deceit, It deſerves a 
bandſomer Name, ſaid Don Quixote, ſince con- 
ducive to ſo good and honourable an End, as the 
Marriage of a Loving Couple. By the way, Sir, 
you muſt know, that the greateſt Obſtacle to Love, 
is Want, and a narrow Fortune: For the continual 
Bands and Cements of mutual Affection are Mirth, 
Content, Satisfaction, and Jollity, "Theſe ma- 
| nag'd by ſkilful Hands, can make Variety in the 
| Pleaſures of Wedlock, preparing the ſame thing al- 
ways with ſome additional Circumſtance, to render 
it new and delightful. But when preſſing Neceſſity 
and Indigence. deprive us of thoſe Pleaſures that 
prevent Bey, the Yoke of Matrimony is of- 
ten found very. galling, and the Burden intolerable. 
Theſe Words were chiefly directed by Don Quixote 
to Baſil, to adviſe him by the way to give m_ 
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192 The Life and Atchievements 
thoſe airy Sports and Exerciſes, which indeed might 
feed his Youth with Praiſe, but not his Old Age 
with Bread, and to bethink himſelf of ſome grave 
and ſubſtantial Employment, that might afford him 
a Competency, and ſomething of a Stock for his de. 
clining Years. Then purſuing his Diſcourſe : The 
Honourable Poor Man, ſaid he, if the Poor can deſerve 
that Epithet, when he has a Beautiful Wife, is ble(s'd 
with a Jewel: He that deprives him of her, robs 
him of his Honour, and may be ſaid to deprive him 
of his Life. The Woman that is Beautiful, and 
keeps her Honeſty when her Huſband is Poor, de- 
ſerves to be Crown'd with Laurel, as the Conquerors 
were of Old. Beauty is a tempting Bait, that at- 
tracts the Eyes of all Beholders, and the Princely 
Eagles, and the moſt high-flown Birds ſtoop to its 
pleaſing Lure. But when they find it in Neceſlty, 
then Kites and Crows, and other ravenous Birds will 
all be grappling with the alluring Prey. She that can 
withſtand theſe dangerous Attacks, well deſerves to 
be the Crown of her Huſband, However, Sir, take 
this along with you, as the Opinion of a Wiſe Man, 
whoſe N ame I have forgot ; he ſaid, there was but 
one good Woman in the World, and his Advice 
was, that every Married Man ſhould think his own 
Wife was She, as being the only way to live con- 
tented. For my own part, I need not make the 
Application to * for I am not Married, nor 
have I as yet any Thoughts that way; but if I had, 
*twould not be a Woman's Fortune, but her Cha- 
racter ſhould recommend her; for publick Reputa- 
tion is the Life of a Lady's Vertue, and the outward 
Appearance of Modeſty is in one Senſe as good as the 
Reality ; ſince a private Sin is not ſo prejudicial in 
this World, as a publick Indecency. If you bring 


a Woman honeſt to your Boſom, tis eaſy keeping 


her fo, and perhaps you may improve her * 
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If you take an unchaſte Partner to your Bed, *tis 
hard mending her; for the Extremes of Vice and. 
Vertue are ſo great in a Woman, and their Points ſo 
fr aſunder, that *tis very improbable, I won't ſay 
impoſſible, they ſhould ever be reconcil'd. Sancho, 


who had patiently liſten'd fo far, could not forbear 


making ſome Remarks on his Maſter's Talk, This 
Maſter of mine, thought he to himſelf, when I am 
talking ſome good Thiligs, full of Pith and Marrow, 
» He may be now, was wont to tell me that I ſhould 
tie a Pulpit at my Back, and {troll with it about the 
World to retail my Rarities; but I might as well 
tell Him, that when once he begins to tack his 
Sentences together, a ſingle Pulpit is too little. for 
him; he had need have two for every Finger, and 
go pedling about the Market and cry, Who buys my 
Ware? Old Nick take him for a Knight-Errant! I 
think he's one of the ſeven wiſe Maſters. I thought 
he knew nothing but his K night-Errantry, but now 
| ſee the Devil a thing can ſcape him ; he has an Oar 


he mutter*'d this ſomewhat loud his Maſter over- heard 
him, What's that thou'rt Grumbling about, Sanche, 
laid he? Nothing, Sir, nothing quoth Sancho, I was 
F only wiſhing I had heard your Worthip Preach this 

Doctrine before I Married, then mayhap I might 
have with the old Proverb ſaid, A found Man needs no 
Phyſician, What, is Tere/a ſo bad then, aſk'd Don 
Yuxote? Not ſo very bad neither, anſwer'd Sancho; 
nor yet ſo good as | would have her. Fie, Sancho, ſaid 
Don Quixote, thou doſt not do well to ſpeak ill of 
thy Wife, who is a good Mother to thy Children. 
There is no Love loſt, Sir, quoth Sancho, for ſhe 
lpeaks as ill of me, when the Fit takes her, efpecially 
when ſhe's in one of her Jealous Moods, for then 


d Nick himſelf cou'd not bear her Maundring. 
Vor, III. I | Pon 


n every Man's Boat, and a Finger in every Pye. As 
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Don Quixote having tarried three Days with the 
pow Couple, and been entertain'd like a Prince, 
e intreated the Student, who fenced ſo well, to help 
him to a Guide that might conduct him to oe. 
ſino's Cave, reſolving to go down into it, and proye 
by his own Eye- ſight the Wonders that were re- 
rted of it round the Country, The Student re. 
commended a Couſin- German of his for his Con- 
ductor, who, he ſaid, was an Ingenious Lad, 2 
pretty Scholar, and a great Admirer of Books of 
Knight-Errantry, and cou'd ſhew him the famous 
Lake of Ryydera too: adding, that he would be 
very good Company for the Knight, as being one that 
wrote Books for the Bookſellers, in order to Dedi— 
cate *em to Great Men. Accordingly, the Learned 
Couſin came, mounted on an Aſs with Foal; his 
Pack- ſaddle cover'd with an old Carpet, or coarſe 
Packing-Cloth.. Thereupon Sancho having got realy 
Rozinante and Dapple, well ſtuffed his Wallet, and 
the Student's K nap-fack to boot, they all took their 
leave, ſteering the neareſt Courſe to Mentejin!'s 
Cave. To pals the Time on the Road, Don Vier- 
ote aſk'd the Guide, To what Courſe of Study he 
chiefly apply'd himſelf? Sir, anſwer*d the Scholar, 
my Buſineſs is Writing, and Copy-Money my chief 
Study. I have publiſh'd ſome Things with the ge- 
neral Approbation of the World, and much to my 
own Advantage. Perhaps, Sir, you may have heard 
of one of my Books call'd, The Treatiſe of Liveri 
and Devices; in which I have obliged the Publick 
with no leſs than ſeven Hundred and three ſorts of 
Liveries and Devices, with their Colours, Mottcs, 
and Cyphers ; fo that any Courtier may furniſh him- 
ſelf there upon any Extraordinary Appearance, with 
what may ſuit his Fancy or Circumſtances, without 
racking his own Invention to find what is agreeable 


to his Inclination, I can furniſh the Jealous, the 
Forſaken, 
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Forſaken, the Diſdain'd, the Abſent, with what 
will fit em to a Hair. Another Piece which I now 
have on the Anvil, I deſign to call the Metamorphoſis, 
or The Spaniſh Ovid ; an Invention very new and 
extraordinary, *Tis in ſhort, Ovid Burleſqu'd ; 
wherein I diſcover who the Grralda + of Sevil was; 
who the Angel of the Magdalen; I tell ye what 
was the Pipe of Fecinguerra of Cordova, what the 
Bulls of Guiſando, the Sierra Morena, the Fountains 
of Laganitos, and Lavapies at Madrid; not forget- 
ting that of Piejo, nor thoſe of the Golden Pipe, and 
the Abbey; and I embelliſh the Fables with Allego- 
ries, Metaphors, and Tranſlations, that will both de- 
light and inſtruct. Another Work, which I ſoon deſign 
for the Preſs, I call a Supplement to Pohdore Virgil, 
concerning the Invention of Things; A Piece, I'll 
aſſure you, Sir, that ſhews the great Pains and 
Learning of the Compiler, and perhaps in a better 
Stile than the old Author, For Example, he has 
forgot to tell us, who was the firſt that was troubl'd 
with a Catarrh in the World; and who was the firſt 
that was Flux'd for the French Diſeaſe. Now, Sir, 
| immediately reſolve it, and confirm my Aſſertion 
by the Teſtimony of at leaſt four and twenty Au- 
thentick Writers ; By which Quotations alone, you 
may gueſs, Sir, at what Pains I have been to inſtruct 
and benefit the Publick. | 
Sancho having hearkened with great Attention all 
this while, Pray, Sir, quoth he to him, ſo Heaven 
guide your Right-hand in all you Write, let me atk 
you, Who was the firſt Man that ſcratch'd his Head? 
Scratch'd his Head, Friend, anſwer'd the Author? A y. 
dir, ſcratch'd his Head, quoth Sancho Sure you that 


. 1 2 know 


All theſe are noted Things, er Places in Spain, on which 
nam fabulous Stories are grounded. 
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know all things, can tell me that, or the Devil's in't 
What think you of old Father Adam? Old Father Adam, 
anſwer'd the Scholar! Let me ſee—Father Adam had 
a Head, he had Hair, he had Hands, and he cou'd 
ſcratch: But Father Adam was the firſt Man; Er, 
Father Adam was the firſt Man that ſcratch'd his 
Head, *Tis plain you are in the right. O ho, am! 
fo, Sir, quoth Sancho? Another Queltion, by your 
Leave, Sir, Who was the firſt Tumbler in theWorld 
Truly Friend, anſwer'd the Student, that's a Point! 
cannot reſolve you without conſulting my Books; 
but as ſoon as ever I get home, I will ſtudy Night and 
Day to find it out. For two fair Words, quoth Sau- 
cho, I'll fave you that Trouble. Can you reſolve that 
Doubt, aſk'd the Author? Ay, marry, can J, aid 
Sancho: The firſt Tumbler in the World was Lucifer; 
when he was caſt out of Heaven he tumbled into Hell. 
You are poſitively in the right, ſaid the Scholar, 
Where did you get that, Sancho, faid Don Quixote! 
For I dare ſwear tis none of your own. Mum] quoth 
Sancho. In aſking of fooliſh Queſtions, and felling of 
Bargains, let Sancho alone, quo* I; I don't want the 
help of my Neighbours. 'I ruly, ſaid Don Quite, 
thou haſt given thy Queſtion a better Epithet than 
thou art aware of: For there are ſome Men who 
buſy their Heads, and loſe a World of Time in 
making Diſcoveries, the Knowledge of which is good 
for nothing upon the Earth, unleſs it be to make the 
Diſcoverers laugh'd at. 

With theſe, and ſuch diverting Diſcourſes they 
paſs'd their Journey, till they came to the Cave thc 
next Day, having lain the Night before in an incon- 
ſiderable Village on the Road. There they bought 2 
hundred Fathom of Cordage to hang Don Quixote by, 
and let him down to the loweſt part of the Cave; he 
being reſolved to go to the very Bottom, were it 45 
deep as Hell, The Mouth of it was inaceffible, being 

| x — quite 
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quite ſtoppꝰd up with Weeds, Buſhes, Brambles, and 


wild Fig-Trees, though the Entrance was'wide and 


ſpacious. Don Quixote was no ſooner come to the 


ace, but he prepared for his Expedition into that 
Under- World, telling the Scholar, that he Was re- 
ſolved to reach the Bottom, though deep as the pro- 


found Abyſs; and all having alighted, his Squire and 
his Guide accordingly girt him ſaſt with a Rope. 


While this was doing, good ſweet Sir, quoth Sancho, 
conſider what you do, Don't venture into ſuch a 


curſed black Hole ! Look before you Leap, Sir, and 


be not fo wilful as to bury your ſelf alive. Don't 
hang your ſelf like a Bottle or a Bucket, that is let 


down to be ſouſed in a Well. Alack-a-day, Sir, it 


is none of Your Buſineſs to pry thus into every Hole, 
and go down to the Pit of Hell for the nonce? Peace 
Coward, faid the Knight, and bind me faſt; for ſure- 
ly for Me ſuch an Enterprize as this is reſerved. Pray 
Sir, faid the Student, when you are in, be very Vi- 
gilant in exploring and obſerving all the Rarities in 
the Place. Let nothing eſcape your Eyes, perhaps 

ou may diſcover there ſome things warthy to be in- 


erted in my Metamorphoſis. Let him alone, quoth 


Sancho, he will go thro" ſtitch with it: He'll make a 
Hog or a Dog of it, Pl warrant you. Don Qxixote 
being well bound, not over his Armour, but his Dou- 
dlet, bethought himſelf of one thing they had forgot. 
We did ill, ſaid he, not to provide our ſelves of a 
little Bell, that I ſhould have carried down with me, 
to Ring far more ar leſs Rope as I may have occaſion 
for, and inform you of my being Alive. But ſince 
there is no Remedy, Heaven proſper me. Then 
Kneeling down, he in a low Voice recommended 
himſelf to the Divine Providence for Aſſiſtance and 
Succeſs in an Adventure ſo ſtrange, and in all ap- 
pearance ſo dangerous. Then er 1M his Voice, O 


thou Miſtreſs of my Life and Motions, cry'd he, 
| 13 moſt 
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molt Illuſtrious and Peerleſs Du/cinea del Toboſo, if the 
Prayers of an adventurous;abſent Love may reach tl; 
Ears of the fac-diſtant Object of his Wiſhes, by the 
Power of thy unſpeakable Beauty I conjure thee 9 
grant me thy Favour and Protection, in this Plunge 
and Precipice of my Fortune, I am now going tg 
Ingulph, and caſt my ſelf into this diſmal Profunity, 
that the World may know nothing can be impoſlible 
to Him, who influenc'd by thy Smiles, attempts uns 
der the Banner of thy Beauty, the moſt difficult Tat. 
This ſaid, he got up again, and approaching the En- 
trance of the Cave, he found it ſtopp'd up with Brakes 
and Buſhes, ſo that he muſt be obliged to make his 
Way by Force, Whereupon, drawing his Sword, he 
began to cut and ſlaſh the Brambles that ſtopp'd up 
the Mouth of the Cave, when preſently an infinite 
Number of over-grown Crows and Daws came ruſh- 
ing and fluttering out of the Cave about his Ears, ſo 
thick, and with ſuch an Impetuoſity, as over-whelm!'( 
him to the Ground. He was not ſuperſtitious enough 
to draw any ill Omen from the Flight of the Birds; 
beſides, *twas no ſmall Encouragement to him, that 
he ſpy'd no Bats nor Owls, nor other ill-boding Binds 
of Night among them: He therefore roſe again with 
an undaunted Heart, and committed himſelf to the 
black and dreadful Abyſs. But Sancho firſt gave him 
his Benediction, and making a Thouſand Crofles over 
him, Heaven be thy Guide, quoth he, and our 
* Lady of the Rock in France, with the Trinity ot 
Gaeta, thou Flower and Cream, and Scum of all 
K nights-Errant. Go thy Ways, thou Hackſter of the 
World, Heart of Steel, and Arms of Braſs ! And 
.may*{t thou come back Sound, Wind and Limb, out 
of this dreadful Hole, which thou art running into, 
once more to ſee the warm Sun, which thou art 
now leaving. The 


Particular Places of Devotions, 
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| The Scholar too pray'd to the ſame Effect for the 
E Knight's happy Return. Don Quixote then call'd far 
Emore Rope, which they gave him by Degrees, till 
Inis Voice was drown'd in the Windings ot the Cave, 
and their Cordage was run out. That done they be- 
gan to conſider whether they ſhould hoiſt him up 
ö again immediately or no; however, they reſolv'd to 
: ſtay half an Hour, and then they began to draw up 
the Rope, but were {ſtrangely ſurpriz'd to find no 
Weight upon it; which made *em conclude, the pcor 
Gentleman was certainly loſt. Sancho buriting out 
in Tears, made a heavy Lamentation, and fell a hawl- 
ing up the Rope as faſt as he cou'd, to be thoroughly 
| fatisfy*'d. But after they had drawn up about tour- 
core Fathoms, they felt a Weight again, which 
made 'em take Heart; and at length they plainly ſaw 
Don Quixote. Welcome, cry'd Sancbo to him, as ſoon 
ns he came in Sight; Welcome dear Maſter, I'm glad 
WH you're come again; we were afraid you had been 
= Pawn'd for the Reckoning. But Sancho had no An- 
| ſwer to his Compliment ; and when they had pull'd 
| the Knight quite up, they found that his Eyes were 
clos'd as if he had been faſt aſleep. They laid him on 
the Ground, and unbound him: Yet he made no ſign 
of Waking, and all their turning and ſhaking was lit- 
| tle enough to make him come to himſelf. At laſt he 
began to ſtretch his Limbs, as if he had waken'd out 
of the moſt profound Slecp, and ſtaring wildly about 
him, Heaven forgive you, Friends, cry'd he; for 
you have rais'd me from one of the ſœeeteſt Lives 
that ever Mortal led, and moſt delightful Sights 
thit ever Eyes beheld Now I perceive-how fleetin 
are all the Joys of this Tranſitory Life; They are 
but an imperfect Dream, they fade like a Flower, 
and vaniſh like a Shadow. Oh ill-fated Monteſinos J 
Oh Durandarte unfortunately Wounded | Oh unhap- 
Py Belerma! Oh deplorable Guadiana! And you the 
ä diſtreſs'd 


J 
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diſtreſs'd Daugeters of Ruydera, whoſe flowing Wa. 
ters ſhew what Streams of Tears once trickPd from 
your Lovely Eyes! Theſe Expreſſions, utter'd with 
great Paſſion and Concern, ſurpriz'd the Scholar and 
Sancho, and they deſtr'd to know his meaning, and 
what he had ſeen in that Hell upon Earth. Call it 
not Hell, anſwer'd Don Quixote, for it deſerves x 
better Name, as I ſhall ſoon let you know. But 
firſt give me ſomething to Eat, for T am prodigiouſy 
hungry. They then ſpread the Scholar's coarſe Sad- 
dle-cloath for a Carpet; and examining their ol 
Cupboard, the Knapfack, they all three fat down on 
the Grafs, and eat heartily together, like Men that 
were a Meal or Two behind-hand. When they had 
done, Let no Man ftir, ſaid Don Quixote, ſit fill, 
and hear me with Attention. 


8 


CHAP XXIII. 

Of the Wonderful things which the UnparalleP1 
Don Quixote declay*d be had feen in the 
deep Cave of Monteſinos, the Greatneſs ant 
Impoſſivility of which makes this Adventure 
paſs for Apecrypbal. 

T was now paſt Four in the Afternoon, and tne 

- | Sun was opportunely hid behind the Clouds, 

which, interpoling between his Rays, invite Don 

Quixote, without Heat or Trouble, to relate to his 

Illuſtrious Auditors the Wonders he had feen in 

: Monteſins's Cave. | | 

About twelve or ſourteen Men's depth, ſaid he, in 

the Profundity of this Cavern, on the Right Hand, 

there is a Concavity wide enough to contain a large 

Waggon, Mules and all. This Place is not wholly 

dark, for thro* ſome Chinks and narrow Holes, that 
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reach to the diftant Surface of the Earth, there comes 
a glimmering Light. I diſcover'd this Receſs, being 
already weary of hanging by the Loins, diſcourag'd 
by the profound Darkneſs of the Region below me, 
deflitute of a Guide, and not knowing whither I 
went: Reſolving therefore to reſt my ſelf there a 
while, I call'd to you to give me no more Rope, but 
it ſeems you did not hear me. I therefore enter'd, 
and coiling up the Cord, fat upon it very melancho- 
ly, and thinking how I ſhou'd moſt conveniently get 
down to the Bottom, having no body to guide or ſup- 
port me. While thus I fat penſiwe, and loſt in Thought, 
inſenſibly, without any previous Drowſineſs, I found 
my ſelf ſurpriz'd by Sleep; and after that, not know- 
ing how, nor which way I waken'd, I unexpectedly 
found my ſelf in the fineſt, the ſweeteſt, and moſt de- 
lightful Meadow, that ever Nature adorn'd with her 
Beauties, or the moſt inventive Fancy could ever ima- 


gine. Now that I might be ſure this was neither a 


Dream nor an lution, I rubb'd my Eyes, blow'd my 
Noſe, and felt ſeveral Parts of my Body, and convin- 
ced my ſelf, that I was really awake, with the uſe of 
all my Senſes, and all the Faculties of my Under- 
ſtanding ſound and active as at this Moment. 
Preſently I diſcover'd a Royal and Sumptuous Pa- 


lace, of which the Walls and Battlements ſeem'd all 


of clear and tranſparent Cryſtal. At the fame time, 
the Spacious Gates opening, there came out towards 
me a venerable old Man, clad in a ſad-colour'd Robe, 
ſo long that'it ſwept the Ground; on his Breaſt and 
Shoulders he had aGreen-Sattin-T'ippit after the man- 
ner of thoſe worn in Colleges. On his Head he wore 
a black Milan Cap, and his broad hoary Beard reach'd 
down below his Middle. He had no kind of Weapon in 
his Hands, but a Roſary of Beads about the bigneſs of 
Walnuts, and his Credo Beads appear'd as large as ordi- 


nary Oſtrich-Eggs. The Aweful and Grave Aſpect, the 
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Pace, the Port and goodly Preſence of this old Man, 
each of em apart, and much more all together, {truck 
me with Veneration and Aſtoniſhment, He came uy 
to me, and without any previous Ceremony, embra- 
cing me cloſe: *T's a Lon time, ſaid he, moſt Re- 
nown'd Knight, Don Quixote de la Mancha, that We 
who dwell in this inchanted Solitude have hop'd to ſce 
you here; that you may inform the upper World 
of the ſurprizing Prodigies concealed. from Human 
Knowledge in this Subterranean Hollow, call'd the 
Cave of Monteſinos: An Enterprize reſerv'd alone for 
your inſuperableHeart, and ſtupendous Reſolution. Go 


hold the Wonders inclos'd within this tranſparent 
Caſtle, of which I am the perpetual Governour and 
chief Warden, being the ſame individual AZonteſinss, 
from whom this Cavern took its Name. 
No ſooner had the reverend old Man let me know 
who he was, but I entreated him to tell me, whether 
it was tree or no, that at his Friend Durandarte's 
Dying Requeſt he had taken out his Heart with a 
ſmall Dagger, the very moment he expir'd, and car- 
ry'd it to his Miſtreſs Belerma, as the Story was cur- 
rent in the World? *Tis Literally true, anſwer'd 
the Old Gentleman, except that ſingle Circumſtance 
of the Dagger; for I us'd neither a ſmall nor a large 
Dagger on this occaſion, but a well poliſh'd Poniard, 
as ſharp as an Aw]. I'Il be hang'd, quoth Sancho, it 
it was not one of your Sevil Poniards of Raymond de 
Heze?'s making. That can't be, ſaid Don Quixote, 
for that Cutler liv'd but tother Day, and the Battle 
of Roxceſvalles, where this Accident happened, was 
fought many Ages ago : But this is of no importance 
to the Story. You are in the right, Sir, ſaid the Stu- 
dent, and- pray go on, for I hearken-to your Rela- 
tion with the greateſt Satisfaction imaginable. That, 
Sir, ſaid the Knight, increaſes my Pleaſure in telling 
"© 


with me then, thou moſt illuſtrious Knight, and be- 
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it. But to proceed: 'TheVenerable Monteſinos, having 
conducted me into the Cryſtal-Palace, led me into 
a ſpacious Ground-Room, exceeding cool, and all of 
Alabaſter. In the middle of it ſtood a ſtately Marble 
Tomb; that ſeem'd a Maſter-piece of Art; upon 
which lay a Knight extended all'at length, not.of 
Stone or Braſs, as on other Monuments, but pure 
Fleſh and Bones. He covered the Region of his Heart 
with his Right- Hand, which ſeemed to me ſome— 
what hairy, and very full of Sinews, a ſign of the great 
Strength of the Body to which it belonged. Afonte- 
fines, obſerving that ] viewed this Spectacle with Sur- 
prize, | Behold, ſaid he, the Flower and Mirror of 
all the amorous and valiant Knights of his Age, my 
Friend Durandarte, who, together with Me and ma- 
ny others of both Sexes, are kept here inchanted by 
Merlin that Britiſh Magician, who, they ſay, was the 
Son of the Devil ; though I cannot believe it, only his 
Knowledge was ſo great, that he might be ſaid to 
know more than the Devil. Here I ſay we are in- 
chanted, but how and for what cauſe no Man can 
tell, though Time I hope will ſhortly reveal it. But 
the moſt wonderful part of my Fortune is this, I am 
as Certain, as that-the Sun now ſhines, that Duran- 
darte dy'd in My Arms, and that with theſe Hands I 
took out his Heart, by the ſame Token that it weigh'd, 
above two Pouuds, a ſure Mark of his Courage ; for, 
by the Rules of Natural Philoſophy, the moſt Valiznt 
Men have till the biggeſt Hearts. Neverthelefs, tho” 


ſometimes as if ke were alive. - Scarce had Maonteſinos 
ſpoke theſe Words, but the miſerable Durandarte 
ery'd out aloud, Oh! Couſin Menteſinos, the laſt and 
dying Requeſt of your departing Friend, was to take 
my Heart out of my Breaſt with.a Poniard or a Dag- 
ger, and carry it to Belerma. The Venerable Men- 
le/mes hearing this fell on his Knees before the afflic · 
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ted Knight, and with Tears in his Eyes, Long, long 
ago, ſaid he, Durundarte, thou deareſt of my Kinſmen, 
have I perform'd what you enjoin'd me on that bitter 
tal Day when you expired. I took out your Heart 
with all imaginable Care, not leaving the leaſt Parti- 
cle of it in your Breaſt: I gently wiped it with a 
Lac'd Handkerchief, and poſted away with it to France, 
as ſoon as I had committed your dear Remains to the 
Boſom of the Earth, having ſhed Tears enough to have 
waſh*d my Hands clear of the Blood they had gather'd 
by plunging in your Entraig. To confirm this Truth 
yet farther, at the firft place where I ſtopp'd from Rin- 
ceſvallet, I laid a little Salt upon your Heart, to pre- 
ſerve it from Putrefaction, and keep it, if not freſh, 
at leaſt free from any ill Smell, till I preſented it into 
the Hands of Belerma, who with you and me, and 
Gradiana * your Squire, as alſo Ruydera (the Lady's 
Woman) with her ſeven Daughters, her two Nieces, 
and many others, of your Friends and Acquaintance, 
is here confined by the Necromantick Charms of the 
Magician Merlin; and though it be now above hve 
hundred Years ſince we were firft convey'd to this 
Inchanted Caftle, we are all {till alive, except Ryy- 
dera, her Daughters and Nieces, who by the favour 
of Merlin, that pity'd their Tears, were turned into 
fo many Lakes, ſtill extant in the World of the Liv- 
ing; and in the Province of La Mancha, diſtinguith'd 
by the Names of the Lakes of Ryydera; feven of em 
belonging to the Kings of Spain, and the two Nicces 
to the Knights of the moſt Holy Order of St. John. 
Your Squire Guadiana, lamenting his hard Fate, was 
in like manner Metamorphoſed into a River that bears 
His Name; yet ſtill ſo ſenſible of your Diſaſter, that 
when he firſt aroſe out of the Bowels of the Earth to 
flow along its Surface, and faw the Sun in a ſtrange 
Guadiana @ River in Spain, that finds into the Furth 
and riſes again a great diſtance off. 
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Hemiſphere, he plunged again under Ground, ſtriving 
to hide his melting Sorrows from the World; but the 
natural Current of his Waters forcing a Paſſage up 
again, he is compell'd to appear where the Sun and 
Mortals may ſee him. "Thoſe Lakes mixing their Wa. 
ters in his Boſom, he fwells, and glides along in ſul- 
len State to Portugal, often expreſſing his deep Me- 
lancholy by the muddy and turbid Colour of his 
Streams z which, as they refuſe to pleaſe the Sight, ſo 
likewiſe deny to indulge mortal Appetite by breed. 
ing ſuch fair and ſavoury Fifh as may be found in the 
Golden Tagus. All this I have often told you, my 
deareſt Durandarte; and fince you return me no An- 
fwer, I muft conclude you believe me not, or that 
you do not hear me; for which (Witneſs it Heaven) 
[ am extremely griev'd. But now I have other News. 
to tell ye; which, though perhaps it may not aſſwage 
your Sorrows, yet Lam ſure it will not increaſe em. 
Open your Eyes, and behold in your Preſence that 
mighty Knight, of whom Merlin the Sage has fore- 
told ſo many Wonders: That Don Quixote de la 
Mancha, I mean, who has not only reſtor'd to the 
World the Function of Knight-Errantry, that has 
lain ſo long in Oblivion, but advanc'd it to greater 
Fame than it could boaſt in former Ages, "the 
Nonage of the World. *Tis by His Power we may 
expect to ſee the fatal Charm diflolv'd, that keeps us 
here confin'd ; for great Performances are properly re- 
ſerv*d'for great Perſonages. Andiſhou'd it not be ſo, 
anſwer'd the grieving Durandarte, with a taint and 


languiſhing Voice? Shou'd it not be fo, I ſay, Oh 


Couſin ! Patience, and Shuffle the Cards x. "Then 


turning on one ſide, without ſpeaking a Word more, 
he relaps d into his-uſual-Silence. After this, IL Was 
alarm'd 


Patience and Shuffle, 7s a Spani/ſs Proverb, like our 
per force; uſe# by them, becauſe thoſe that leſe at 
Cards commonly uſe to ſouffle them afterwards very much. 
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alarm'd with piteous howling and crying, which, 
mix'd with lamentable Sighs and Groans, oblig'd me 
to turn about, to ſee whence it proceeded. Then 
thro' the Cryſtal-Wall I ſaw a mournful Proceſſion of 
moſt Beautiful Damſels, all in black, marching in two 
Ranks, with Turbans on their Heads after the Tur. 
kiſh Faſhion ; and laſt of all came a Majeſtick Lady, 
dreſs'd alſo in Mourning, with a long White Vel, 
that reach'd from her Head down to the Ground. 
Her Turban was twice as big as the biggeſt of the 
reſt ; She was ſomewhat beetle-browed, her Noſe was 
flattiſh, her Mouth wide, but her Lips Red ; her 
Teeth, which ſhe ſometimes diſcover'd, ſeem'd to be 
thin and ſnaggy, but indeed as White as blanch'd Al- 
monds. She heid a fine Handkerchief, and within it 
I cou'd perceive a Heart of Fleſh, ſo dry and wither'd 
that it look'd like Mummy. Montefinos inform'd me, 
that the Proceſſion conſiſted of Durandarte's and Be- 
lerma's Servants, who were inchanted there with their 
Maſter and Miſtreſs : but that the laſt was Belerma 
her ſelf, who with her Attendants uſed four Days in 
the Week conſtantly thus to fing, or rather howl 
their Dirges over the Heart and Body of his Coulin; 
and that though Belerma appear'd a little haggard at 
that Juncture, occaſioned by the Grief ſhe bote in 
her own Heart, for that which ſhe carried in her 
Hand, yet had I ſeen her before her Misfortunes had 
ſunk her Eyes and tarniſhed her Complexion, worſe 
than the Diſeaſes of her Sex, from which ſhe was 
free, I muſt have owned, that even the celebrated 
Dulcinea del 8 ſo famous in La Mancha, and 
over the whole Univerſe, could ſcarce have vyed 
with her in Gracefulneſs and Beauty. Hold there, 
good. Signior Don Monteſinos, ſaid I. You know 
that Compariſons are odious, therefore no more 
comparing, I beſeech you; but go. on with your 


Story, he Peerleſs Dulcinea Del Toboſe is what ſhe 
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is, and the Lady Belerma is what ſhe is, and has 
been : ſo no more upon that Subject. I beg your 
Pardon, anſwered Monteſinos, Signior Don Quixote, 
I might have gueſs'd indeed that you were the Lady 
Dulcinea's Knight, and therefore I ought to have bit 
my Tongue off, ſooner than to have compared her 
to any thing lower than Heaven itſelf, This Satis- 
faction, which I thought ſufficient from the great 
Monteſinos, ſtifled the Reſentment I elſe had ſhewn, 
for hearing my Miſtreſs compared to Belerma. Nay, 
marry, quoth Sancho, I wonder you did not catch 
the old doating Huncks by the Weaſond, and maul, 
and threſh him thick and three-fold! How could 
you leave one Hair on his Chin? No, no, Sancho, 
anſwer'd Don Qxixote, there is always a Reſpect due to 
our Seniors, tho' they be no Knights; but moſt 
when they are ſuch, and under the Oppreſſion of 
Inchantment. However, I am ſatisfied, that in 
what Diſcourſe paſs'd between us, I took care not to 
have any thing that look'd like an Affront fixed 
upon me. But Sir, aſk'd the Scholar, how cou'd 
you ſee and hear ſo inany ſtrange things in ſo little 
Time? I can't conceive how you could do it. How 
long, ſaid Don Quixote, do you reckon that I have 
been in the Cave? A little above an Hour, anſwered 
Sancho, That's impoſſible, ſaid Don Quixote, for I 
ſlaw Morning and Evening, and Evening and Morn- 
ing, three times ſince ; ſo that I could not be abſent 
leſs than three Days from this upper World. Ay, 
ay, quoth Sancho, my Maſter's in the Right; for 
theſe Inchantments, that have the greateſt Share in 
all his Concerns, may make That ſeem three Days 
and three Nights to him, which is but an Hour to 
other People. It muſt be fo, faid Don Quixote. J hope, 
vir, ſaid the Scholar, you have eaten ſomething 
in all that time. Not one Morſel, rep'y'd Don 
Ruixote, neither have had the leaſt deſire to Eat, 5 
| 0 
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o much as thought of it all the while. Do not they that 
are Inchanted ſometimes Eat ? aſk'd the Scholar. They 
never do, anſwered Don Quixote, and conſequent!y 
they are never troubled with exonerating the Dreg; 
of Fedd ; tho' tis not unlikely that their Nails, 
their Beards and Hair ftill grow. Do they never 
ſteep neither, ſaid Sancho? Never, ſaid Don 7 wg 
at leaſt they never clos'd their Eyes while I was a- 
mong em, nor I neither. This makes good the 
Saying, quoth Sancho, Tell me thy Company, and I 
tell thee what thou art. Troth! you have all been 
inchanted together. No wonder if you neither cat 
nor flept, ſince you were in the Land of thoſe that 
always watch and faſt, But Sir, would you have me 
ſpeak as I think; and pray don't take it in ill part, 
for if I believe one Word of all you have ſaid——— 
What do you mean, Friend, ſaid the Student? Do 
you think the Noble. Don Quixote would be guilty of 
a Lye? and if he had a mind to ftretch a little, 
could he, think you, have had leifure to frame ſuch 
a number of Stories in ſo ſhort a time? I don't think 
that my Maſter would lye neither, ſaid Sancho. 
What d'ye think then, Sir, ſaid Don Yuixcte * 
Why truly, Sir, quoth Sancho, I do believe that 
this fame cunning Man, this Aerlin, that bewitchet, 
or inchanted, as you call it, all that Rabble of Peo- 


ple you talk of, may have crammed and inchanted 


fome way or other, all that you have told us, and 
have yet to tell us, into your Noddle. It is not im- 
poſſible but ſuch a thing may happen, ſaid Don 
Quixote, tho I am convinced it was otherwiſe with 
me; for I am paſitive that I ſaw with theſe Eyes, 
and felt with theſe Hands, all I have mentioned. 
But what will you think when I tell you, among 


many wonderful things, that I faw three Country- 


ſkipping about thoſe pleaſant 
Fields like. ſo many wild 8 ee 
ne 


Wenches leaping and 
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knew one of them to be the Peerleſs Dukinia, and 
the other 'I'wo the very ſame we ſpoke to not far 
from "Tobsſo. I aſk'd Monteſinos if he knew them? 
He anſwered in the Negative; but imaginęd them 
ſome Inchanted Ladies, who were newly come, and 
that the Appearance of ftrange Faces was no Rarity 
among em, for many of the paſt Ages and the pre- 
ſent were inchanted there, under ſeveral Diſguiſes; 
and that. among the reft he knew Queen Gumever 
and her Woman Quintaniona, that officiated as Sir 
Lancelat's Cup-bearer, as he came from Britam. 
Sancho, hearing his Maſter talk at that Rate, had 
like to have forgot himſelf, and burſt out a laughing; 

for he well knew that Dulcinea's Inchantment was a 

ye, and that he himfelf was the chief Magician, 

and Raiſer of the Story; and thence concluding his 

Maſter ſtark mad: In an ill Hour, quoth he, dear 

Maſter of mine, and in a woful Day, went your 

Worſhip down to the other World, and in a worſe 

Hour met you with that plaguy Adontefinos, that has 

ſent you back in this — Pickle. You went 

hence in your right Senſes ; cou*d talk prettily enough 
now and then; had your handſome Proverbs and 
wiſe Sayings every Foot, and would give wholeſome 
pope a all that would take it: — now, bleſs 
me] you talk as if you had left ains in the 

Devil's Cellar, I Ty thee,” Soneds, ſaid Don 

Nuixote, and therefore I regard thy Words as little 

as poſſible. ' And I yours, reply'd Sancho. Nay, 

you -may cripple, lame, or kill me, if you pleaſe, 
either for what I've ſaid, or mean to fay, I muſt 
peak my Mind tho” I die for't. But before your 

Blood's up, pray Sir, tell. me, how did you know it 

was your Miftres ? Did you ſpeak to her? What 

ad ſhe ſay to you? And what did you ſay to her? 
| knew her again, ſaid Non Quiavte, by the ſame 

Cloaths the wore when thou ſhew'd'f her to me. T 
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ſpoke to her; but ſhe made no Anſwer, but ſuddenly 
turn'd away, and fled from me like a Whirlwind, 1 
intended to have followed her, had not Aonteſins; 
told me *twou'd be to no Purpoſe ; warning me be- 
ſides, that *twas high time to return to the upper 
Air: And changing the Diſcourſe, he told me that 
I ſhou'd hereafter be made acquainted with the 
Means of diſinchanting them all. But while Monte- 
fines and I were thus talking together, a very odd 
Accident, the Thoughts of which trouble me ſtill, 
broke off our Converſation. For as we were in the 
height of our Diſcourſe, who ſhou'd come to me but 
one of the unfortunate Dulcinea's Companions, and 
before I was aware, with a faint and doleful Voice, 
Sir, ſaid ſhe, my Lady Dulcinea del Toboſo gives her 
Service to you, and deſires to know how you do; 
and being a little. ſhort ef Money at preſent, ſhe de- 
fires you of all Love and Kindneſs, to lend her fix 
Reals upon this New-Fuſtian-Petticoat, or more or 
leſs as you can ſpare it, Sir, and ſhe'll take care to 
redeem it very honeſtly in a little time. The Meſſage 
ſurpriz'd me ſtrangely, and therefore turning to 
Maontefinos, Is it poſſible, Sir, ſaid I, that Perſons of 
Quality, when inchanted, are in Want? Oh! very 
poſſible, Sir, ſaid he; Poverty ranges every where, 
and ſpares neither Quality inchanted nor uninchanted; 
and therefore ſince the Lady Dulcinea defires you to 
lend her theſe fix Reals, and the Pawn is a good 
Pawn, let her have the Money; for ſure it is very 
low with her at this time. I ſcorn to take Pawn, 
ſaid I, but my Misfortune is, that T can't anſwer the 
full Requeſt; for I have but four Reals about me, 
and that was the Money thou gaveſt me t'other Day, 
Sancho, to diſtribute among the Poor. However, | 
gave her all I had, and deſired her to tell her Mil- 
trels, L was very ſorry for her Wants; and that if! 
had all the Treaſures which Cra ſus poſſeſs'd, 1 
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ſhou'd be at her Service; and withal, that I dy'd 
every Hour for want of her reviving Company; 
and made it my humble and earneſt Requeſt, that 
ſhe wou'd vouchſafe to ſee and converſe with her 
Captive Servant, and weather-beaten Knight: Tell 
her, continu'd I, when ſhe leaſt expects it, ſhe will 
come to hear how I made an Oath, as the Marqueſs 
of Mantua did when he found his Nephew Baldwm 
ready to expire on the Mountain, never to eat upon 
a Table-cloth, and ſeveral other Particulars which 
he ſwore to obſerve, till he had revenged his Death; 
So in the like ſolemn manner will I ſwear, never to 
deſiſt from traverſing the habitable Globe, and rang- 
ing through all the ſeven Parts of the World, more 
indefatigable than ever was done by Prince Pedro“ 
of Portugal, till I have freed her from her Inchant- 
ment. All this and more you owe my Miſtreſs, ſaid 
the Damſel ; and then, having got the four Reals, 
inſtead of dropping me a Curteſy, ſhe cut me a Caper 
in the Air two Yards high. Now Heaven defend us, 
ery'd Sancho Who cou'd ever have believ'd that 
theſe, Neviliſh Inchanters and Inchantments ſhou'd 
have ſo much Power, as to bewitch my Maſter at 
this rate, and craze his ſound Underſtanding in 
this manner. Alas! Sir, for the love of Heaven 
take care of yourſelf, What will the World ſay 
of you? Rouſe up your dozing Senſes, and don't 
dote upon thoſe. Whimſies, that have ſo wretchedly 
crack*d that rare Head-piece of yours. Well, ſaid 
Don . I cannot be angry at thy ignorant Tit- 
tle-tattle,, becauſe it proceeds from thy — towards 
me. Thou think'ſt, poor Fellow, that whatever is 
beyond the Sphere of thy narrow Cemprehenſion 
OE * 8 muſt 
Prince Pedro of Portugal was a great Traveller for the 
Time be liv\d in, which gave occaſion to the: ſpreading of 
many Fables concerning him, and which made -the ignorant 
*ugar ſay, He travel d over the Seven Parts of the Warld. 
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muſt be impoſible : But, as I have already (aid, 

there will come a Time, hen I ſhall give thee an ic 
count of ſome Things I have feen below, that will 77 
convince thee of the Reality of thoſe I told thee now, jon 


the Truth of which admits of no Diſpute. 2 
CHAP. XXIV. wy 


Which gives an Account of a Thonſand Fin. 5 
Jiams and Stories, as impertinent as neceſſary u 


the right underſtanding of this grand Hiſtory, Wl im 


72 Tranſlator of this famous Hiſtory, declare, 4 
2 that at the beginning of the Chapter, which - 
treats of the Adventure of Adontefins's Cave, he found 
= Marginal Annotation, written with the Arabian 
Author's own Hand in theſe Words: 
Inna be perſwaded, ner believe, that all the wir 
arrſul Accidents ſaid to have happened to the Valorius 
Den Quixote in the Cave, fo puntFually befel him as he 
relates them: Fer, tbe Courſe of his Adventures hither- 
# has beov very Natural, and bore the Face of Proba- 
bility ; but in This there appears nv Coherence with 


u, and mthing but monſtrous tneongrutties. Bit 6 

wit the ther Hand, if we conſider the Honour, Wort', Wh + 
und Integrity of the Noble Don Quixote, we have nt WM vn 
the lia Reaſon to ſuſpeft he would be guilty of a He; i x, 
but rather that he would fooner have been Trans me 
| euith Arrows. Bofides, he has been ſo particular in , vt 
Relation of that Adventure, and given fo many Circun- i (, 
flanzes, that I dare not declare it abſolutely Apocryphal ; Ml « 
efpecially when I confider, that he had not time enough — 
to invent ſuch a Cluſter of Fables, I therefore inſert i ol 
among the re, without offtring to determine whet!tr 0 


- is true or falſe; | leaving it to the Diſcretion of ti 
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wyz that Don Quixote, upon his Death-bed, utterly 
downed this Adventure, as a perfect Fable, which he 
ſaid, he had invented purely to pleaſe his Humour, being 
ſuitable to ſuch as he had formerly read in Romances : 
And ſo much by way of Digreflion. 

The Scholar thought Sancho the moſt ſaucy Ser- 
vant, and his Mafter the calmeft Madman that ever 
he faw ; tho? he attributed the Patience of the latter 
o 2 certain good Humour and eaſineſs of "Temper in- 
gd into him by the Sight of his Miftreſs Dulci- 
wa, even under Inchantment. Otherwiſe he wou'd 
have thought his not checking Sancho a greater ſign 
of Madnefs than his Diſcourſe. Noble Don Duaxote,, 
aid he, for four principal Reaſons I am extremely 
pleaſed with having taken 0 ourney with you. 
Firſt, it has procur'd me the Honour of your Ac- 
quaintance, which I ſhall always eſteem a ſingular 
Happineſs. In the ſecond Place, Sir, the Secrets of 
Monteſino's Cave, and the Transformations of Gua- 
diana, and Ruydera's Lakes, have been reveal'd to me, 
which may look very great in my Spaniſb Ovid. My 
third Advantage is, to have diſcover'd the Antiquity: 
of Card-playing, which I find to have been a Paſtime 
in uſe even in the Emperor Charles the Great's time, 
as may be collected from the Words of Durendarte,, 
who, after a long Speech of Manteſino's, ſaid as he. 
wak'd, Patience and fhuffile the Cards *, which vulgar 
Y Expreflion he could never have learn'd in his Inchant- 
| ment: It follows therefore that he muſt have heard it 
when he liv'd in France, which was in the Reign of 
. that Emperor; which Obſervation is nick'd, I think, 
eery opportunely for my Supplement to Polydore Vir- 
pb gil, who, as I remember, has not touch'd upon Card- 
„ping; I will inſert it into my Work, I'Il aſſuze, 
Fy you, of as a matter of great Importance, having 
hy the Teſtimony of ſo Authentick and Ancient an Ap” 

e thor 
* See this Proverb explain d in the preceding Chapter. 
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thor as Sir Durandarte. The fourth part of my good 
Fortune, is to know the certain and true Source of 
the River Guadiana, which has hitherto diſappointed 
all Human Enquiries, There is a great deal of Rea- 
ſon in what you ſay, anſwer'd Don Quixote: But, 
under favour, Sir, pray tell me, ſhould you happen to 
get a Licenſe to publiſh your Book, which 1 ſome. 
what doubt, whom you will pitch upon for your Pa- 
tron? Oh, Sir, anſwer'd the Author, there are Gran- 
dees * enough in Spain, ſure, that I may Dedicate 
to. Truly, not many, ſaid Don Quixote; there ate 
indeed, ſeveral whoſe Merits deſerve the Praiſe of a 
Dedication, but very few whoſe Generofity will reward 
the Pains and Civility of the Author, I muſt con- 
fels, I know a Prince whoſe Generoſity may make 
amends for what is wanting in the reſt ; and that to 
ſuch a Degree, that ſhould I make bold to come to 
Particulars, and ſpeak of his great Merits, *twould be 
enough to ſtir up a noble Emulation in above four 
generous Breaſts; but more of this ſome other time, 
*tis late now, and therefore convenient to think of 
a Lodging. Hard by us here, Sir, ſaid the Author, 
is an Hermitage, the Retirement of a Devout Per- 
ſon, who, as they ſay, was once a Soldier, and is 
look'd upon as a good Chriſtian, and ſo charitable, 
that he has built there a little Houſe at his own ex- 
ey purely for the Entertainment of Strangers. 
ut does he keep Hens there trow ! aſk'd Sancho? Few 
Hermits in this Age are without'em, ſaid Don 2uixcte; 
for their way of Living now falls ſhort of the Strict- 
neſs and Auſterity of thoſe in the Deſarts of Eg yt, 
who went clad only with Palm-leaves, and fed on the 
Roots of the Earth. Now becauſe I ſpeak well of 
thoſe of old, I would not have you think I reflect on 
the others. No, I only mean that their Penances are 
not 
Grandes are ſuch of the Nobility, as have the Pri- 
wilege of being Cover'd before the King. | 
| 3 
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not ſo ſevere as in former Days; yet this does not 
hinder but that the Hermits of the preſent Age may 
be good Men. I look upon them to be ſuch; at leaſt, 
their Diſſimulation ſecures them from Scandal; and 
the Hypocrite that puts on the Form of Holineſs, 
does certainly leſs harm than the barefac'd Sinner. 
As they went on in their Diſcourſe, they ſaw a Man 
following them a great Pace on Foot, and ſwitching 
up a Mule laden with Lances and Halberds, He pre- 
ſently overtook *em, gave them the time of the Day, 
and paſs'd by. Stay, honeſt Fellow, cry'd Don Quix- 
ate, ſeeing him go ſo faſt, make no more haſt than is 
conſiſtent with good ſpeed. I can't ſtay, Sir, ſaid the 
Man, for theſe Weapons that you ſee, muſt be uſed 
To-morrow Morning ; So, Sir, I am in haſte, good- 
by, I ſhall lodge to Night at the Inn beyond the 
Hermitage; if you chance to go that Way, there you 
may find me, and I'll tell you ſtrange News: fo fare 
ye well. "Then whipping his Mule, away he mov'd 
torwards, ſo faſt that Don Quixote had not leiſure to 
alk him any more Queſtions. The Knight who had 
always an itching Ear after Novelties, to ſatisfy his 
Curioſity immediately propos'd their holding ſtraight 
on to the Inn without ſtopping at the Hermitage, where 
the Scholar deſign'd to have ſtay'd all Night. Well, 
they all conſented, and made the beſt of their Way: 
however, when they came near the Hermitage, the 
Scholar deſir'd Don Quixote to call with him for a 
Moment, and drink a Glaſs of Wine at the Door. 
Sancho no ſooner heard this propos'd, but he turn'd 
Dapple that way, and rode thither before ; but to his 
great Grief, the hoſpitable Hermit was abroad, and 
no body at home but the Hermit's Companion, who 
being aſk'd whether he had any Hrong Liquor within? 
made anſwer, that he cou'd not come at any, but as 
for ſmall Water he might have his Belly-ſull. Body 
of me! quoth Sancho, were mine a Water- Thirſt, 8 
Ws ha 
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had I liking to your cold Comfort, there are Well 
enough upon the Road, where I might bave (will'q 
my Sin full: Oh, the good Cheer at Don Dizg!'; 
Houſe, and the ſavoury Scum at Camachs's Wedding, 
when ſhall I find your Fellow! They now ſpurr'd on 
towards the Inn, and ſoon overtook on the Road x 
young Fellow beating it on the, Hoof pretty leiſurely, 
carry'd his Sword over his Shoulder with a Bun- 
dle of Cloaths hanging upon itz which, to all out- 
ward Appearance, conſiſted of a pair of Breeches, 
Cloak, and a Shirt or two, He had on a tatter'd Vel. 
vet- Jerkin, with a ragged Sattin-Lining; his Shirt 
hung out, his Stockings were of Silk, and his Shooes 
ſquare at the Loes, after the Court-Faſhion. He 
ſeem'd about Eighteen or Nineteen Years of Age, a 
good pleaſant-look'd Lad, and of a lively and active 
Diſpoſition, To paſs the Fatigue of his Journey tlic 
the beſt he cou'd, he Sung all the Way, and as they 
came near him, was juſt ending the laſt Words of 2 
Ballad which the Scholar got by Heart, and were theſe, 


A plague on ill Luck ! Now my Ready's all gone, 
To the Wars poor Pilgarlick muſt trudge : 

Thy” had I but Maney, to Rake as Pe done, 
The Devil a Foot wou'd I budge. 


So, young Gentleman, ſaid Don Quixote to him, 
methinks you go'very light and airy, Whither are 
u bound, I pray you, if a Man may be fo bold! 
'm going to the Wars, Sir, anſwer'd the Youth; 
and for my Travelling thus, Heat and Poverty will 
excuſe it. I admit the Heat, replied Don Quixote; 
but why Poverty, I beſeech you? Becauſe I have no 
Cloaths to put on, reply'd the Lad, but what I carry 
in this Bundle; and if I ſhould- wear them out upon 
the Road, I ſhould have nothing to make a handſome 
Figure with in any Town; for I have no _ to 
. uy 
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buy new ones, till I overtake a Regiment of Foot that 
lies about ſome twelve Leagues off, where I deſign 
to lift my ſelf, and then I thall not want a Conve- 
niency to ride with the Baggage till we come to Car- 
thagena, where, I hear, they are to embark ; for I 
had rather ſerve the King abroad, than any beggarly 
Courtier at home. But pray, ſaid the Scholar, have 
not you laid up ſomething while you were there? 
Had I ſerved any of your Grandees or great Perſons, 
ſaid the young Man, I might have done well enough, 
and have had a Commithon by this time, for their 
Foot- boys are preſently advanced to Captains and 
Lieutenants, or ſome other good Poſt: But a Plague 
on it, Sir, it was always my ill Fortune to ſerve pi- 
tiful Upſtarts and Younger Brothers, and my Allow- 
ance was commonly fo ill paid, and fo ſmall, that the 
better half was ſcarce enough to waſh my Linen; 
how then ſhould a poor Devil of a Page, who would 
make his Fortune, come to any good in ſuch a mi- 
. ſerable Service? But, ſaid Don Quixote, how comes 

it about that in all this time you could not get your- 

ſelf a whole Livery ? Alack-a-day, Sir, anſwer'd the 

Lad, I had a couple: but my Maſters dealt with me 

as they do with Novices in Monaſteries, if they go 

off before they Profeſs, the freſh Habit is taken from 

them, and they return them their own Cloaths. For 


1, you muſt know, that ſuch as I ſerved, only buy Li- 
Ee veries for a little Oſtentation; ſo when they have 
|? made their Appearance at Court, they ſneak down 
F into the Country, and then the poor Servants are 
ill ſtrippꝰd and muſt even betake themſelves to their Rags 
T again, A ſordid Trick, ſaid Quixote, or as the Ta— 
n0 lans call it, a notorious Eſpilorcheria &. Well, you 
ry Wh need not repine at leaving the Court, ſince you do 


It with ſo good a Deſign; tor there is nothing. in the 
ne World more commendable than to ſerve God in the 

5 firſt 
uy Eſpi orcheia, a b:ggar/y mean Ain, 
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Arſt Place, and the King in the next, eſpecially {; 
the Profeſſion of Arms, which if it does not procurg 
a Man ſo much Riches as Learning, may at leafl ir, 
title him to more Honour, It is true, that more Fe 
milies have been advanced by the Gown, but yet yur 
Gentlemen of the Sword, whatever the Reaſon ci 
is, have always I know not what Advantage abov; 
the Men of Learning; and ſomething of Glory and 
Splendor attends em, that makes them out-ſhine the 
reſt of Mankind. But take my Advice along with 
you, Child; if you intend to raiſe your ſelf by Mili. 
tary Employment, I would not have you be uneaſy 
with the Thoughts of what Misfortunes may beß 
you; the worſt can be but to Die, and if it be a good 
ett Death, your Fortune's made; and you're 
certainly happy. Pal Ceſar, that valiant Raman 
Emperor, being aſk'd what kind of Death was beſt? 
That which is ſudden and unexpected, ſaid he; and 
tho' his Anſwer had a reliſh of Paganiſm, yet with 
reſpect to Human Infirmities, twas very Judicious: 
for, ſuppoſe you ſhould be cut off at the very firſt En- 
gagement by a Cannon Ball, or the ſpring of a Mine; 
what matters it? *Tis all but Dying, and there's an 
end of the Buſineſs. As Terence ſays, a Soldier makes 
a better Figure Dead in the Field of Battle, than 
Alive and ſafe in Flight. The more likely he is to riſcin 
Fame and Preferment, the better Diſcipline he keeps; 
the better he Obeys, the better he will know how to 
Command: And pray obſerve, my Friend, that 'tis 
more Honourable for a Soldier to ſmell of Gun-pow- 
der than of Muſk and Amber; or if Old Age over- 
takes you in this noble Employment, though all over 
Scars, though Maim'd and Lame, you will ſtill have 
Honour to ſupport you, and ſecure you from the 
Contempt of Poverty; nay, from Poverty it ſelf; 
forthere is Care taken, that Veteran and diſable! 
Soldiers may not want: Neither are they to be uſe! 
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a; ſome Men do their Negro Slaves, who, when they 
are old, and paſt Service, are turn'd Naked out of 
Doors, under Pretence of Freedom, to be made 
reater Slaves to Cold and Hunger ; a Slavery from 
which nothing but Death can ſet the Wretches free. 
But I'll ſay no more to you on this Subject at this 
time, Get up behind me, and I'll carry you to the 
lon, where you ſhall ſup with me, and to morrow 
Morning make the beſt of your way ; and may Hea- 
ven proſper your good Deſigns. 

The Page excus'd himſelf from riding behind the 
Knight, but accepted of his Invitation to Supper 
very A / þ Sancho, who had all the while given 
Ear to his Mafter's Diſcourſe, is ſaid to have been 
more than uſually ſurpriz'd, hearing him talk 
ſo wiſely. Now Bleſſing on thee, Maſter of mine, 
thought he to himſelf ; how comes it about that a 
Man who fays ſo many um things, ſhould relate ſuch 
ridiculous Stories and Whimſies, as he would have us 
believe of Monteſino's Cave, Well, Heaven knows 
beſt, and the Proof of the Pudding is in the Eating. 
By this time, it hegan to grow dark, and they ar- 
rived at the Inn, where, Don Quixote alighting, aſk'd 
preſently for the Man with the Lances and Halbards. 
The Inn- keeper anſwer'd, that he was rubbing 
down his Mule in the Stable. Sancho was very well 
pleas'd to be at his Journey's end, and the more, 
that his Maſter took the Houſe for a real Inn, and 
not for a Caſtle, as he us'd to do. He and the 
Scholar then ſet up the Aſſes, giving Rozinante the 
beſt Manger and Standing in the Stable. 


* 2 CHAP, 


of the * Aldermen loſt his Afs: They fav *twas by 
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Where you find the Grounds of the Braying A. m 
venture, that of tbe Puppet-Player, and e 
memorable Divining of the Fortunc-telliyy 3 
Ape. H 

3 Quixote was on Thorns to know the 

ſtrange Story that the Fellow upon the Road 
enzag'd to tell bim; ſo that going into the Stable 
he minded him of his Promiſe, and preſs'd him t9 
relate the whole matter to him that Moment, My 

Story will take up ſome time, quoth the Man, and 

is not to be told ſtanding ; have a little Patience, 

Maſter of mine, let me make an end of ſerving my 

Mule, then I'll ſerve your Worſhip, and tell you 

ſuch things as will make you ſtare. Don't let that 

hinder, reply'd Don Quixote, for I'll help you my 
ſelf; and ſo faying, he lent him a helping Hand, 
cleanſing the Manger, and fifting the Barley ; which 
humble compliance oblig'd the Fellow to tell hi; 

Tale the more willingly : So that ſeating himſeli 

upon a Bench with Don Quixote, the Scholar, the 

Page, Sancho, and the Inn keeper about him, for 

his full Auditory, he began in this manner. 

It happen'd on a time, that in a Borough about 
ſome four Leagues and a half from this Place, one 


the Roguery of a waggiſh Jade that was his Maid ; 
but that's neither here nor there, the Al: 
was loſt and gone, that's certain; and what's 
more, it could not be found neither high nor 
low. TJ kis fame Aſ had been miſſing about a fort- 
night, fome ſav more ſome 1:fs, when another Al- 
dermin of the ſame Town meeting this ſame loting- 
Alderman in the Market-place, Brother, quoth be, 
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me well, and I'll tell you news of your Aſs. 
Troth! quoth the other, that Iwill; but then let 
me know where the poor Beaſt is? Why, anſwer'd 
the other, this Morning what ſhould I meer upon 
the Mountains yonder but he, without either Pack- 
Saddle or Furniture, and fo lean that it griev'd my 
Heart to ſee him; but yet ſo wild and skittith, that 
when I would have driven him home before me, he 
ran away as the Devil were in him, and got into the 
thickeſt of the Wood. Now if you pleiſe, we'll 
both go together and look for him; I'll but ſtep 
home firſt and put up this Aſs, then I'll come back 
to you, and we'll about it out of hand. Truly, Ero- 
ther, ſaid the other, I'm mightily bcholden to you, 
and will do as much for You another time, The 
Story happen'd neither more nor leb, but ſuch as 
I tell vou, for ſo all that know it relate it word for 
word. In ſhort, the two Aldermen, hand in hand, a- toot 
trudg'd up the Hills, and hunted up and down ; but 
after many a weary Step, no Aſs was to be ſound, 
Upon which, quoth the Alderman, that had ſeen him, 
to t'other, hark you me, Brother, I have a Device 
in my Noddle to find out this ſame Aſs of yours, 
though he were under Ground, as you ſhall hear, 
You muſt know I can Bray to Admiration, and if 
you can but Bray never ſo little, the Job's done. 
Never ſo little, cry'd t'other, Body of me! I wor't 
vail my Bonnet at Bray ing to c'er an Ats or Alder- 
man in the Land. Well, we ſhall try That, quoth 
the other, ſor my Contrivance is that you fal go 
on one ſide of the Hill, and I on the other ; ſomc- 
times You fall Brav, and ſometimes I ; ſo that, if 
your Aſs be but thereabouts, ly Lite for Yours, He- 
be ſure to anſwer his Kind, and Bray again, Gramer- 
cy, Brother, quoth the other! A rare Device, ſack ! 
let You alone for Plotting. At the ſame time they 
parted according to Agreement, and when they were 
; © far 
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far enough off, they both fell a Braying ſo per{cQ!; Wn 
well, that they cheated one another ; and meeting, Ala 
each in hopes to find the Aſs ; is it poſſible, Brother, NV 
ſaid the Owner of the Aſs, that it was not my A; Ha 
that Bray'd? No, marry, that it wasn't, *twas 1, 
anſwer*'d the other Alderman, Well, Brother, cry'{ at l 
the Owner, then there's no manner of difference Hout 


between You and an Als, as to matter of Braying ; | ne 
never heard any thing fo natural in my Lite. Ol WW Ha 
tye! Sir, quoth the other, I am nothing to You: Ab 
You ſhall lay two to one againſt the belt Brayer in hin 
the Kingdom, and FIl go your halves. Your Voice 
is lofty, and of a great Compals ; you keep excel- Wit! 


lent Time, and hold out a Note rarely, and your Wh all 
Cadence is full and raviſhing. In ſhort, Sir, Ion. 
knock under the Table, and yield you the Bays. tur 
Well then, Brother, anſwer'd the Owner, I ſhall en: 
always have the better Opinion of my felt for this n 
one good Quality; for though I knew I Bray'l WW Br 
pretty well, I never thought my ſelf fo great a Ma- WW wc 
ſter before. Well, quoth the other, thus 68. ſee to 


what rare Parts may be loſt for want of being known, 2 
and a Man never knows his own Strength, till he Pe 
puts it to a Trial. Right, Brother, quoth the Owner, Nit 
tor I ſhould never have found out this wonderful Gift' W th 
of mine, had it not been for this Buſineſs in hand, B. 
and may we ſpeed in't, I pray! After theſe Com- ty 
pliments they parted again, and went Braying, this WW » 
on one fide of the Hill, and that on t'other. But all IM V 
to no purpoſe, for they ſtill deceiv*d one another with W 
their Braying, and, running to the Noiſe, met one al 
another as before, lc 
At laſt they agreed to Bray twice one after another, 0! 
that by That Token they might be ſure *twas not the f 
Aſs, but They that bray'd. But all in vain, they al moſt 0 
Bray'd their Hearts out, but no anſwer from the Ab. 


And indeed, how could it, poox Creature worn they 
oun 
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hund him at laſt in the Wood half eaten by the Wolves. 
Alack-a-day. poor Gr:zzl/e, cry'd the Owner, I don't 
wonder now he took ſo little notice of his loving Matter! 
lad he been alive, as ſure as he was an Aſs he would 
have Bray*d again. But let him go, this Comfort I have 
at leaſt Brother; though I have loſt him, I've found 


out that rare Talent of yours, that has hugely ſolac'd 


me under this Affliction, The Glaſs is in a good 
Hand, Mr. Alderman, quoth the other, and if tle 
Abbot ſings well, the young Monk is not much be- 
hind him. 

With this, theſe ſame Aldermen, very much down 
'th* Mouth, and very hoarſe, went home and told 
all their Neighbours the whole Story word for word ; 
one praiſing t'other's Skill in Braying, and Yother re- 
turning the Compliment, Inſhort, one got it by the 
end, and t'other got it by the end; the Boys got it, 
and all the idle Fellows got it, and there was ſuch a 
Brawling, and ſuch a Braying in our Town, that one 
would have thought Hell broke looſe among us. But 


to let you ſee now how the Devil never lies dead in 


a Ditch, but catches at every fooliſh thing to ſet 
People by the Ears; our Neighbouring Towns had 


it up, and when they ſaw any of our Townsfolks 
| they fell a Braying, hitting us in the Teeth with the 


Braying of our Aldermen. This made ill Blood be- 
tween us; for we took it in mighty Dudgeon, as 


well we might, and came to Words upon't, and from 


Words to Blows ; for the People of our Town, are 
well known by this, as the Beggar knows his Diſh, 


O 


and are apt to be jeer'd whereſoever they go; and then 


to't they go, Ding Dong, Hand over Head, in ſpight 
of Law. or Goſpel. And they've carry'd the Jeſt ſo 
tar, that I believe to morrow or next day, the Men 


of our Town, to wit, The Brayers, will be in the 
Field againſt thoſe of another Pown about two 
Leagues off, that are, always plaguing us. Now,, 

K 4 that 
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that we ſhould be well provided, J have brought the 
Lances and Halberds that ye ſaw me carry. So this 
is my Story, Gentlefolks, and if it ben't a ſtrange 
one, I'm woundily miſtaken, | 1 

Here the honeſt Man ended; when preſently en- 
ters a Fellow dreſfs'd in Trowſers and Doublet all ot 
Shammy-Leather, and calling out, as if he were 
ſome-body : Landlord, cry'd he, have you any 
Lodgings? For here comes the Fortune telling 
Ape, and the Puppet-ſhew of Meliſandra's Delive- 
rance. Body of me! cry'd the Inn-keeper, who's 
here? Maſter Peter? We ſhall have a merry Night, 
Faith! Honeſt Maſter Peter, you're welcome with 
all my Heart! But where's the Ape, and the Show, 
that I can't fee them, They'll be here preſently, 
ſaid Peter. I only came before to fee it you had 
any Lodgings. Lodging, Man, ſaid the Inn- keeper, 
Z.ookers! I would turn out the Duke of Alva him- 
ſelf, rather than Mafter Peter ſhould want rocm, 
Come, come, bring in your things, for here are 
Gueſts in the Houſe to Night that will be 
good Cuſtomers to you, I warrant you. That's 
a good Hearing, ſaid Peter; and to encourage them 
FP] lower my Prices, and if I can but get my Charges 
to Night, I'll look for no more; ſo I will haſten for- 
ward the Cart. This ſaid, he ran out of the Door 

am, 

I had forgot to tell you, that this fame Maſter Pe- 
ter wore over his left Eye and half his Cheek a Patch 
of Green Taffata, by which it was to be ſuppoſed 
that ſomething ailed that ſide of his Face, Don 
D©11x2te enquired who this Maſter Peter was, and what 
his Ape and his Show ! Why, Sir, anſwer'd the Inn- 
keeper, he has ftrolled about the Country here this 
great while with a curious Puppet-ſhow, which re- 
preſents the Play of Meliſandra and Don Gayferes, 
one of the beſt Shows that has been acted time out of 


mind 
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mind in this Kingdom. Then he has an Ape! Bleſs 
us, Sir, it is ſuch an Ape! But I will ſay no more; 
you ſhall ſee, Sir: It will tell you every thing you 
ever did in your Life. The like was never ſeen be- 
fore, Aſk him a Queſtion, it will liſten to you, and 
then, whip, up it leaps on its Maſter's Shoulder, and 


te whiſpers firſt in his Ear what it knows, and then Ma- 
1y ſter Peter tells you. He tells you what is to come, 
ng as well as what is paſſed; it is true, he docs not al- 
e- ways hit ſo pat as to what is to come; but after all, 
Ys he is ſeldom in the wrong ; which makes us apt to 
It, think, the Devil helps him at a dead lift. Two Reals 
th is the Price for every Queſtion he anſwers, or his Ma- 
5 ſter for him, which is all one, you know; and that 
y, will mount to Money at the Year's end, fo that ' tis 
12d thought the Rogue is well to paſs ; and indeed much 
ay good may it do him, for he is a notable Fellow, and 
m- 2 boon Companion, and leads the merrieſt Lite in the 


m. World, talks for ſix Men, and drinks for a dozen, 
are and all this he gets by his Tongue, his Ape, and his 
be Show, 

it's By this time, Maſter Peter came back with his 
em Puppet-Show, and his Ape in a Cart. The Ape was 


bare as a Felt. Yet he was not very ugly neither, 
Don Quixote no ſooner ſaw him, but coming up to 
him, Mr, Fortane-teller, ſaid he, will you be pleaſed 
to tell us, whatFiſh we ſhall catch, and what will be- 
come of us, and here's your Fee? ſaying this, he or- 
der'd Sancho to deliver Mr. Peter two Reals, Sir, 
anſwer'd Peter, this Animal gives no Account of 


Matters paſt, and a little of the preſent. Odds bobs! 
quoth Sancho, I would not give a braſs Jack to know 


- what's paſt ; for who knows that better than my ſelf; 
| 1 I'm not fo fooliſh as to pay for what I know already: 


But ſince you ſay he has ſuch a knack at gueſſing the 
K 5 preſent, 


pretty luſty, without any Tail, and his Buttocks 


Things to come ; he knows ſomething indeed of 
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preſent, let Goodman Ape tell me what my Wit 
Tereſa is doing, and what ſhe is about, and here's m 

two Reals. I'll have nothing of you before-hand, 
ſaid Maſter Peter; ſo clapping himſelf on his Left 
Shoulder, up ſkipp'd the Ape thither at one friſk, and 
laying his Mouth to his Ear grated his Teeth: and 
having made Apiſh Grimaces and a chattering Noiſe 
for a Minute or two, with another ſkip down he 
leap'd on the Ground. Immediately upon this, Ma- 
ſter Peter ran to Don Quixote, and fell on his Knees, 
and embracing his Legs, Oh glorious Reſtorer of 
Enight-Errantry, cry'd he, I embrace theſe Legs, 
as I would the Pillars of Hercules, Who can ſuffi- 
ciently extol the great Don Quixote de la Mancha, 
the Reviver of drooping Hearts, the Prop and Stay 
of the Falling, the Raiſer of the Fallen, and the Staff 
of Comfort to the Weak and AMicted ! At theſe 
Words Don Quixote ſtood amaz'd, Sancho quak'd, 
the Page wonder'd, the Brayer bleſs'd himſelf, the 
Inn-keeper ftar'd, and the Scholar was in a brown 
Study, all aſtoniſh'd at Maſter Peter's Speech; who 
then turning to Sancho, And thou honeſt Sancho Pan- 
cho, ſaid he, the beſt Squire to the beſt Knight in 
the World, bleſs thy kind Stars ; for thy good Spoule 
Tereſa is a good Houſe-wife, and is at this inſtant 
drefling a Pound of Flax; by the ſame Token, ſhe 
has ſtanding by her, on her left Hand, a large broken- 
mouth Jug, which holds a pretty ſcantling of Wine, 
to cheer up her Spirits, By yea, and nay, quoth 
Sancho, that's likely enough, for ſhe's a true Soul, 
and a jolly Soul : were it not for a Spice of Jealouſy 
that ſhe has now and then, I would not change her 
for the Gianteſs Andondona herſelf, who, as my Ma- 
ſter ſays, was as clever a piece of Woman's Fleſh as 
ever went upon two Legs. Well, much good may 
may't do thee, honeſt Tereſa; Thou art reſoly'd to 
ptovide for one, I find, though thy Heirs ſtarve. 


for 
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for it. Well! ſaid Don Quixote, great is the Know- 
ledge procur'd by Reading, Travel and Experience! 
What on Earth but the Teſtimony of my own Eyes 
t could have perſuaded me that Apes had the Gift of 
Divination! I am indeed the fame Don Quixote de la 
d Mancha, mention'd by this ingenious Animal, though 
e I muſt confeſs ſomewhat undeſerving of ſo great, a 
e Character as it has pleas'd him to beſtow on me > 
p But nevertheleſs I am not ſorry to have Charity and 
Compaſſion bear ſo great a Part in my Commenda- 
f tion, ſince my Nature has always diſpos'd me to do 
good to all Men, and hurt to none, 
* Now had I but Money, ſaid the Page, I would 
, know of Mr. Ape what Luck I ſhall have in the 
y Wars. I have told you already, (ſaid Maſter Peter, 


# WW who was got up from before Don Quixote) that this 
ſe Ape does not meddle with what is to come; but if 
, he could, it ſhould coſt you nothing, for Don 
e 2uixote's ſake, whom to oblige, I would ſacrifice 
n all the Intereſt I have in the World; and as a Mark 
0 of it, Gentlemen, I freely ſet up my Show, and 
- cive all the Company in the Houſe ſome Diverfion 
n gratis. The Inn-keeper hearing this, was over- 
ce WW joy'd, and order'd Maſter Peter a convenient Room 
it to ſet up his Motion, and he immediately went 
le about it. 

-In the mean time Don Quixote, who could not 
>, W bring himſelf to believe that an Ape could do all 
h this, taking Sancho to a Corner of the Stable; Look 
l, ve, Sancho, ſaid he, I have been weighing and con- 
ly WW fidering the wonderful Gifts of this Ape, and find in 
er thort, Maſter Peter muſt have made a ſecret Coms 


;- WW pat with the Devil. Nay, quoth Sancho, (mil- 
as underſtanding the word Compact) if the Devil and 
y be have pack'd any thing together in hugger-mug- 
to ger, *tis a pack of Roguery to be ſure, and they 
Ce, are a pack of Knaves for their pains, and let em 
1 | c'en 
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e' en pack together, ſay I. Thou doſt not appre- 
hend me, ſaid Don Quixote; I mean, the Devil and 
He muſt have made an Agreement together, that da- 
tan ſhoul infuſe this Knowledge into the Ape, to 
Purchaſe the Owner an Eſtate ; and in return, the 
Ja't has certainly engag'd his Soul to this deſtructive 
Seducer of Mankind, For the Ape's Knowledge i; 
exactly of the ſame proportion with the Devil's, 
which only extends to the Diſcovery of things paſt 
and preſent, having no Inſight into Futurity, but 
byſuch probable Conjectures and Concluſions as maybe 
deduc'ꝗ fro: the formerworking of antecedent Cautes ; 
true Preſcience and Prediction being the Sacred Pre. 
rogative of God, to whoſe all-ſecing Eyes, all Ag, 
pait, preſent, and to come, without the DiſtinCtion 
of Succeſhon and Termination, are always preſent. 
From this, I ſay, *tis apparent this Ape is but the 
Organ through which the Devil delivers his Anſwers 
to thoſe that aſk it Queſtions ; and this fame Rogue 
ſhould be put into the Inquiſition, and have the 
Truth preſs'd out of his Bones. For ſure neither 
the Maſter nor his Ape can lay any Pretence to Judicial 
Aſtrology ; nor is the Ape ſo converſant in the Ma- 
thematicks, I ſuppoſe, as to ere a Scheme. Though 
I muſt confeſs, . that Creatures of leſs Parts, as 
fooliſh illiterate Women, Footmen and Coblers, 

retend now-a-days to draw Certainties from the 

tars, as eaſily and readily as they ſhuMle a Pack of 
Cards, to the Diſgrace of the Sublime Science, 
which they have the Impudence to profeſs. I knew 
a Lady that aſk'd one of theſe Figure-caſters, it a 
little foiſting Bitch ſhe had ſhould have Puppies, and 
how many, and of what Colour? My Conjurer, 
after he had ſcrawl'd out his Scheme, very judicioully 
pronounc'd,that the pretty Creature ſhould have Three 
delicate Puppies, one Green, one Red, and another 
Mix'd-colour'd, provided ſhe would take Dog ax oe 

Pe 
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Monday or a Saturday; and the Succeſs happen'd 
as exactly as could be expected from his Art; for 
the Bitch ſome Days after, dy'd very fairly of a 
Surfeit, and Maſter Figure-flinger was reputed a 
ſpecial Conjurer all the Town over, as moſt of theſe 
Fellows are. For all that, ſaid Sancho, I would 
have you aſk Maſter Peter's Ape, whether the Paſ- 
ſages you told us concerning Monteſinos's Cave be 
true or no; for ſaving the Reſpect I owe your Wor- 
ſhip, I take them to be no better than Fibbs, and 
idle Stories, or Dreams at leaſt. You may think 
what you will, anſwer'd Don Quixote, however Þ'll 
do as you would have me, though I confeſs m 

Conſcience ſomewhat ſcruples to do ſuch a thing, 
While they were thus engag'd in Diſcourſe, Maſter 
Peter came and told Don YPuixote, the Show was 
ready to begin, and deſired him to come and ſee it, 
for he was ſure his Worſhip would like it. The 
Knight told him, he had a Queſtion to put to his Ape 
firſt, and deſired he might tell him, whether certain 
things that happen'd to him in Montefinos's Cave were 
Dreams or Realities, for he doubted they had ſome- 
thing of both in them. Maſter Peter fetched his Ape 
immediately, and placing him juſt before the Knight 
and his Squire ; Look you, ſays he, Mr, Ape, this 
worthy Knight would have you tell him whether 
ſome things which happened to him in Monteſinos's 
Cave were true or no? Then upon the uſual Signal, 
the Ape jumping upon Maſter Peter's left Shoulder, 
chattered his Anſwer into his Ear, which the Inter- 
preter delivered thus to the Enquirer. The Ape, 
dir, ſays, That part of thoſe things are falſe, and 
part of them true, which is all he can reſolve ye, as 
to this Queſtion 3 and now his Virtue has left him, 
and won't return till Friday next. If you would 
know any more, you muſt ſtay till then, and he'll 
anſwer 
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Fleven and Twelve at Night or Noon, either on a 
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what the Puppets ſaid, and with a White Wand in 
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anſwer as many Queſtions as you pleaſe. Law you 
there know, quoth Sancho, did not I tell you, that 
all you told us of Monteſinos's Cave would not hol! 
Water? That the Event will determine, reply'd the / 
Knight, which we muft leave to Proceſs of Time 

to produce; for it brings every thing to light, tho 

buried in the Bowels of the Earth. No more of this p 
at preſent : let us now ſee the Puppet-ſhow ; I fancy 
we ſhall find ſomething init worth ſeeing. Something! 
ſaid Maſter Peter, Sir, you ſhall fee a Thouſand 
things worth Secing, I tell you, Sir, I defy the 
World to ſhew ſuch another. I ſay no more: Op-- 
ribus credite & non verbis. But now let us begin, 
for it grows late, and we have much to do, ſay, and 
ſhow. Don Quixote and Sancho comply'd, and went 
into the Room where the Show ſtood, with a good 
Number of ſmall Wax-Lights glimmering round a- 
bout, that made it ſhine gloriouſly. Maſter Petey 
got to his Station within, being the Man that was to 
move the Puppets; and. his Boy ſtood before to tell 


his Hand, to point at the ſeveral Figures as they 
came in and out, and explain the Myſtery of the 
Show. Then all the Audience having taken their 
Places, Don Quixote, Sancho, the Scholar, and the 
Page, being preferr'd to the reſt ; the Boy, who was 
the Mouth of the Motion, began a Story, that {hall 
be heard or ſeen by thoſe, who will take the Pains 
to read or hear the next Chapter, 


CHAP, 
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HA. II. 


A pleaſant Account of the Puppet- Play, with 
other very good Things truly. 


IHE Tyrians and the Trojans were all ſilent; 

„that is, the Ears of all the Spectators hung on 
the Mouth of the Interpreter of the Show, when in 
the firſt Place they had a loud Flouriſh of Kettle- 
Drums and Trumpets within the Machine, and 
then ſeveral Diſcharges of Artillery ; which Prelude 
being ſoon over, Gentlemen, cry'd the Boy, raiſing 
his Voice, We preſent you here with a true Hiſtory 
taken out of the Chronicles of France, and the Spa- 
v/h Ballads, ſung even by the Boys about the Streets, 
and in every Body's Mouth; it tells you how Don Gay- 


feros deliver'd his Wife Meliſandra, that was a Pri- 


foner among the Moors in Spain, in the City of San- 
ſuena, now call'd Saragoſa. Now, Gallants, the 
firſt Figure we preſent you with, is Don Gayferos 
play ing at Tables according to the Ballad, 


Now Gayferos the live-long Day, 
Oh errant Shame, at Draughts does play; 
And, as at Court, moſt Huſbands do, 
Forgets his Lady Fair and True. 


Gentlemen, in the next Place, mark that Per- 
fonage that peeps out there with a Crown on his 
Head, and a Sceptre in his Hand, Tis the Empe- 
ror Charlemain, the fair Meliſandra's reputed Fa- 
ther, who, vex'd at the Idleneſs and Negligence of 
his Son-in-Law, comes to chide him ; and pray ob- 
ferve with what Paſſion and Earneſtneſs he rates 
him, as if he had a Mind to lend him half a Dozen 
found Raps over the Pate with his Sceptre. ch 
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ſome Authors don't ſtick to tell ye, he gave him x; 
many, and well laid on too; and after he had told 
him how his Honour lay a Bleeding, till he had de- 
liver'd his Wife out of Durance, among many other 
Pithy Sayings,leok to it (quoth he to him as he went) 
I'll fay no more. Mind how the Emperor turns his 
Back upon him, and how he leaves Don Gay/:; 
nettl'd and in the Dumps, Now fee how he {tart: 
up, and in a Rage dings the Tables one way, and 
whirls the Men another; and calling for his Arms 
with all haſte, borrows his Couſin- German Orland;'; 
Sword Durindana, who withal ofters to go along with 
him in this difficult Adventure, but the valorous enrag'd 
Knight will not let him, and ſays, he's able to deli- 
ver his Wife himſelf, without His help, though they 
kept her down in the very Center of the Earth. 
And now he's going to put on his Armour, in or- 
der to begin his Journey. 

Now, Gentlemen, caſt your Eyes upon yon 
Tower; you are to ſuppoſe it one of the Towers of 
the Caſtle of Sarago/a, now call'd the Ahaferia. 
That Lady, whom you ſee in the Balcony there in 
a Mooriſh Habit, is the peerleſs Meliſandra, that 
caſts many a heavy Look towards France, thinking 
of Paris and her Huſband, the only Comfort in her 
Impriſonment. But now ! Silence, Gentlemen, pray 
Silence! here is an Accident wholly new, the like 
perhaps never heard of before: Don't you ſee that 
Moor who comes a T iptoe creeping and ſtealing along 
with his Finger in his Mouth behind Meliſandra! 
Hear what a Smack he gives on her ſweet Lips, and 
ſee how ſhe ſpits and wipes her Mouth with her 
white Smock- Sleeve! See how ſhe takes on, and 
tears her lovely Hair for very Madneſs, as if *were 
to blame for this Affront. Neo pray obſerve that 
grave Moor that ſtands in the open Gallery! That's 
Marſilius the King of Sanſuena, who having _ an 
En ye" 
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Eye-Witneſs of the Saucineſs of the Mor, order'd 
him immediately to be apprehended, tho' his Kinſ- 
man and great - Favourite to have two hundred 
Laſhes given him, then to be carried thro' the City, 
with Criers before to proclaim his Crime, the Rods 


of Juſtice behind. And look how all this is put in 


Execution ſooner almoſt than the Fact is committed. 
For your Moors, ye muſt know, don't uſe any Form 
of Indictment as We do, neither have they any Legal 
Trials. Child, Child, ſaid Don Quixote, go on di- 
re ly with your Story, and don't keep us here with 
your Excurſions and Ramblings out of the Road: I 
tell you there muſt be a formal Proceſs and Le- 
al Trial to prove Matters of Fact. Bov, faid the 

laſter from behind the Show, do as the Gentlemen 
bids you. Don't run ſo much upon Flouriſhes, but 
follow your plain Song, without venturing on Coun- 
ter-Points, for fear of ſpoiling all. I will, Sir, 
quoth the Boy, and fo proceeding : Now, Sirs, he 
that you ſee there a Horſe-back wrapt up in the 
Gaſcoign-Cloak, is Don Gayferos himſelf whom his 
Wife, now reveng'd on the Moor for his Impudence, 
ſeeing from the Battlements of the Tower, takes him 


for a Stranger, and talks with him as ſuch, according 
to the Ballad ; 


Duoth Meliſandra, if per Chance, 

Sir Traveller, you go for France, 

For Pity's Sake, aſh when you're there, 
For Gayferos, my Huſband dear. 


I omit the reſt, not to tire you with a long Story. 
"Tis ſufficient that he makes himſelf known to her, 
as you may gueſs by the Joy ſhe ſhews ; and ac- 
cordingly now ſee how ſhe lets herſelf down from 
the Balcony, to come at her loving Huſband, and 
get behind him, But unhappily, alas! one 2 

| | irts 


234 The Life and Atchievemnts 


Skirts of her Gown is caught upon one of the Spike) 
of the Balcony, and there the hangs and hovers in 
the Air miſerably, without being able-to get down, 
But ſee how Heaven is merciful, and ſends Relief 
in the greateit Diſtreſs! Now Don Gayferos rides up 
to her, and not ſearing to tear her rich Gown, Jays 
hold on't, and at one pull brings her down; an! 
then at one lift, ſets her aſtride upon his Horte“ 
Crupper, bidding her to fit falt, and clap her Arms 
about him, that ſhe might not fall ; for the Lady 
Melijandra was not us'd to that kind of Riding. 
Obſerve now, Gallants, how the Horſe neighs, 
and ſhews how proud he is of the Burden of his 
brave Maſter and fair Miſtreſs. Look now, how 
they turn their Backs, and leave the City, and gal- 
lop it merrily away towards Paris,” Peace. be with 
you, for a peerleſs Couple of true Lovers! May ye 
get fafe and ſound into your own Country, with- 
out any Let or ill Chance in your Journey, and 
live as long as Nz/tor in Peace and Quietneſs among 
pans Friends and Relations: Plainneſs, Boy, cry'd 
aſter Peter, none of your Flights, I befeech you, 
for Affectation is the Devil. The Boy anſwer'd 
nothing, but going on; Now, Sfrs, quoth he, ſome 
of thoſe idle People, that love to pry into every thing, 
happen'd to ſpy Meliſandra as ſhe was making her 
Eſcape, and ran preſently and gave Marſilius notice 
of it: whereupon he ſtraight commanded to found 
an Alarm; and now mind what a Din and Hurly- 
burly there is, and how the City ſhakes with the 
Ring of the Bells backwards in; 31 the Moſques 
There you are out, Boy, ſaid Don:2uxte : The 
Moors have no Bells, they only uſe Kettle- Drums, 
and a kind of Shaulms like our Waits or Hautboys; 
ſo that your Ringing of Bells in Sanſuena is a meer 
Abſurdity, good Maſter Peter. Nay, Sir, ſaid 
Maſter Peter, giving over Ringing if you ſtand up- 
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en theſe T rifles with us, we ſhall never pleaſe you. 
Don't be ſo ſevere a Critick : Are there not a thou- 
{and Plays that paſs with great Succeſs and Applauſe, 
though they have many greater Abſurdities, and 
Nonſenſe in abundance? On, Boy, on, let there be 
as many Impertinencies as Moats in the Sun; no 
matter, ſo I get the Money. Well ſaid, anſwer'd 
Don Quixote. And now, Sits, quoth the Boy, ob- 
ſerve what a vaſt Company of glittering Horſe comes 
pouring out of the City, in purſuit of the Chriſtian 
Lovers; what a dreadful Sound of 'Frumpets, and 
Clarions, and Drums, and Kettle- Drums there's in 
the Air. I fear they will overtake them, and then 
will the poor Wretches be dragg'd along moſt bar- 
barouſly at. the Tails of their Horſes, which wou'd 
be ſaid- indeed. Don Quixote, ſeeing ſuch a Number 
of Moors, and hearing ſuch an Alarm, thought it 
high time to aſſiſt the flying Lovers; and ſtarting up, 
It ſhall never be ſaid White I live, cry'd he aloud, 
that I ſuffer'd ſuch a Wrong to be done to ſo famous 
a Knight and ſo daring a Lover as Don Gayferes. 
Forbear then your unjuſt Purſuit, ye baſe-born 
Raſcals : Stop, or prepare to meet my furious Re- 
ſentment. Then drawing out his Sword, to make 
good his Threats, at one Spring he gets to the Show, 
and with a violent Fury lays at the 4:97; Puppets, 
cutting and flaſhing in a moſt terrible Manner; ſome 
he overthrows, and beheads others; maims this, and 
cleaves that in pieces. Among the rc of his merci- 
leſs Strokes, he thunder'd one down with: ſuch: a 
mighty Force, that had not Maſter Peter luckily 
duck'd and ſquatted down, it had certainly chopp'd 
off his Head as eafily as one might cut an Apple. 
Hold, hold, Sir, cry'd the Puppet-Player, after 
the narrow Eſcape, hold for Pity's Sake, What do 
you mean, Sir? "Theſe are no real Moors that you 
cut and hack fo, but poor harmleſs Puppets made of 
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Paſteboard, Think o' what you do, you ruin me 
for ever. Oh that ever I was born! you've broke 
me quite, But Don Quixote, without minding, his 
Words, doubPd and redoubl'd his Blows fo thick, 
and laid about him ſo outrageouſly, that in leſs than 
two Credo's he had cut all the Strings and Wires, 
mangl'd the Puppets, and ſpoiPd and demoliſh'd the 
whole Motion. King Marfilius was in a grievous 
Condition. The Emperor Charlemain's Head and 
Crown were cleft in two. The whole Audience was 
in a ſad Conſternation. The Ape ſcamper'd off to 
the Top of the Houſe, The Scholar was frighted 
out of his Wits; the Page was very uneaſy, and 
Sancho himſclf was in a terrible Fright ; for, as he 
ſwore after the Hurricane was over, he had never ſcen 
his Maſter in ſuch a Rage before. 

The general Rout of the Puppets being over, 
Don Quixotès Fury began to abate; and with a 
more pacily*d Countenance turning to the Compa- 
ny, Now, ſaid he, cou'd I with all thoſe incredulous 
Perſons here who ſlight Knight-Errantry might re- 
ceive Conviction of their Error, and behold undeni- 
able Proofs of the Benefit of that Function: For 
how miſcrable had been the Condition of poor on 
Gayferos and the fair Meliſandra by this Time, bad! 
not been here and ſtood up in their Defence! 
I make no Queſtion but thoſe Infidels wou'd have 
apprehended *em, and us'd *em barbarouſly. Well, 
when all's done, long live Knight-Errantry, long 
let it live, I ſay, above all things whatſoever in this 
World. Ay, ay, faid Maſter Peter in a dolctul 
Tone, let it live long for Me, ſo 1 may die; for 
why ſhould I live ſo unhappy, as to ſay with King“ 
Rodrigo, Yeſterday I was Lord of Spain, to Day have 
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Te laſt King of the Goths that reign'd in Spain, com 
guer'd by the Moors. 
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wt a Foot of Land I can call mine? Tis not Half 
an Hour, nay ſcarce a Moment, ſince I had Kin 
and Emperors at Command. I had Horſes in Abun- 
dance, and Cheſts and Bags full of fine things; but 
now you ſee me a poor ſorry undone Man, quite 
and clean broke and caſt down, and in ſhort a meer 
Beggar. What's worſt of all, I've loſt my Ape too, 
who I'm ſure will make me ſweat ere I catch him 
again; and all through the raſh Fury of this Sir 
Knight here, who they ſay protects the Fatherleſs, 
redreſſes Wrongs, and does other charitable Deeds, 
but has faiPd in all theſe good Offices to miſerable 
me, Heaven be prais'd for't: Well may I call him 
the Knight of the Woful Figure, for he has put me 
and all that belongs to Me in a woful Caſe, The 
Puppet - player's Lamentations moving Sanche's Pity, 
Come, quoth he, don't cry, Maſter Peter, thou 
break'ſt my Heart to hear thee take on ſo; Don't 
be calt down, Man, for my Maſter's a better Chri- 
ſtian, I'm ſure, than to let any poor Man come to 
wad Srank When he comes to know he's done 
you Wrong, hell pay you for every Farthing of 
Damage, I'll engage. Truly, ſaid Maſter Peter, 
if his Worſhip wou'd but pay me for the Faſhion of 
my Puppets he has ſpoil'd, I'll aſk no more, and 
he'll diſcharge a good Conſcience; for he that 
wrongs his Neighbour, and does not make Reſtitu- 
tion, can never hope to be ſav'd, that's certain. I 
grant it, ſaid Don Quixote; but I am not ſenſible 
how I have in the leaſt injur'd you, good Maker 
Peter!“ No, Sir! not injur'd me, cry d Mafter 
Peter! Why theſe poor Relicks that lie here on the 
cold Ground, cry out for Vengeance againſt you. 
Was it not the invincible Force of that powerful 
Arm of yours that has ſcatter'd and diſmember'd 
them ſo? And whoſe were thoſe Bodies, Sir, but 
mine? and by whom was I maintain'd, 75 dy 
em: 
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them? Well, ſaid Don Quixote, now I am thorough. 
ly convinc'd of a Truth, which I have had Reason 
to believe before, that thoſe curſed Magicians that 
daily perſecute me, do nothing but delude me, fir 
drawing me into dangerous Adventures by the Ap- 
pearances of them as really they are, and then pie— 
ſently after changing the Face of things as they 
pleaſe. Really and truly Gentlemen, I vow and 
proteſt befere ye all that hear me, that all that 
was aQed here, ſeem'd to be really tranſacted 10% 
facto as it appear'd. To Me Meliſandra appear'd to 
be Meliſandra, Don Gayferos was Don Gayfer:;, 
Marfilius Marſilius, and Charlemain was the real 
Charlemain, Which being ſo, I could not contain 
my Fury, and acted according to the Duties of my 
Function, which obliges me take the injured Side, 
Now, tho' what I have done proves to be quite 
contrary to my good Deſign, the Fault ougbt not to 
be imputed to Me, but to my perſecuting Foes ; yet 
IT own myſelf ſorry for the Miſchance, and will 
condemn myſelf to pay the Coſts, Let Maſter Peter 
ſee what he muſt have for the Figures that are da- 
mag'd, and I will pay it him now in good and law- 
ful Money on the Nail. Heaven bleſs your Worſhip, 
cry'd Maſter Peter, with a profound Cringe; | 
cou'd expect no leſs from the wonderful Chriſtianity 
of the valorous Don Quixote de Ia Mancha, the ſure 
Relicf and Bulwark of all miſerable Wanderers, 
Now let my Landlord and the great Sancho be Medi- 
ators and Appraiſers between your Worſhip and my 
ſelf, and I'll ſtand to their Award: They agreed : 
and preſently Maſter Peter taking up Marſilius King 
of Saragoſſa, that lay by on the Ground with his Head 
off: You ſee Gentlemen, ſaid he, *tis impoſſible to 
reſtore this King to his former Dignity ; and there. 
fore with Submiſſion to your better Judgments, 
th! 


get him a Succefior, * ſeven and twen- 
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think that for his Deſtruction, and to , Pa Wh 
ty Pence is little enough o'Conſcience. e hag. 
e ſaid Don Quixote. Then for this that is 
cleft in two, faid Maſter Peter, taking up the Emperor 
Charlemain, I think he's richly worth 

＋ One and Thirty Pence Half Penny. + Five Reals 
Not ſo richly neither, quoth Sancho. ard à Quar- 
Truly, faid the Inn-keeper, I think, ter. 

tis pretty reaſonable ; but we'll make 

it even Money, let the poor Fellow have Half a 
Crown, Come, ſaid Don Quixote, let him have his 
full Price; we'll not ſtand haggling for ſo ſmall a 
Matter in a Caſe like this: So make haſte Maſter 
Peter, for *tis near Supper-time, and I have ſome 
frong Preſumptions that I ſhall cat heartily. Now, 
ſaid Maſter Peter, for this Figure here that's without 
a Noſe and blind with of one Eye, being the fair 
Meliſandra, Pl be reaſonable with you; give me 
* Fourteen Pence, I wou'd not take 

leſs from my Brother. Nay, ſaid Don * Tavs Reals 
Quixote, the Devil's in't if Meliſandra and Twelve 
be'nt by this Time with her Huſband, Marawvedis. 
upon the Frontiers of France at leaſt ; 

for the Horſe that carry'd 'em ſeem'd to me rather 
to fly than to gallop ; and now you tell me of a Me- 
liſandra here without a Noſe forſooth, when ' tis 
Ten to One but ſhe's now in her Huſband's Arins 
in a good Bed in France, Come, come Friend, 
God help ev'ry Man to his own ; let us have fair 
Dealing, ſo proceed. Maſter Peter finding that the 
Knight began to harp upon the old String, was 
afraid he would fly off; and making as if he had 
better conſider'd of it, Cry y'e Mercy, Sir, ſaid he, 
I was miſtaken; this cou'd not be Meliſandra in- 
deed, but one of the Damſels that waited on her; 
and ſo I think Five Pence will be fair enough for 
her, 


240 The Life and Atchievements 


her. In this manner he went on, ſetting his Price 
upon the Dead and Wounded, which the Arbitratory 
moderated to the content of both Parties; and the 
whole Sum amounted to Forty Reals and Three 
2 which Sancho paid him down ; and then 
aſter Peter demanded Two Reals more, for the 
Trouble of catching his Ape. Give it him, ſaid 
Don Quixote, and ſet the Monkey to catch the 
Ape; and now wou'd I give Two Hundred more to 
be aſſured that Don Gayferos and the Lady Meliſan-' 
dra were fafely arrived in France among their Friends, 
No Body can better tell than my Ape, ſaid Maſter 
Peter, though the Devil himſelf will hardly catch' 
him, if Hunger, or his Kindneſs for me, don't bring 
us together again to Night. However to Morrow 
will be a new Day, and when *tis light we'll ſee 
What's to be done. | 
The whole Diſturbance being appeas'd, to Supper 

they went lovingly together, and Don Quixote treated 
the whole Company, for he was Liberality itſelf, 
Before Day the Man with the Lances and Halbards 
left the Inn, and ſome Time after the Scholar and 
the Page came to take Leave of the Knight; the 
Firſt to return Home, and the Second to continue 
his Journey, towards whoſe Charges Don Quixote 
ave him Twelve Reals. As for Maſter Peter, he 
5 too much of the Knight's Humour to deſire to 
have any thing to do with him, and therefore having 
pick'd up the Ruins of the Puppet Show, and got 
his Ape again, by Break of Day he pack'd off to ſeck 
his Fortune. The Inn-keeper, who did not know 
Don Quixote, was as much ſurpriz'd at his Libera- 
lity as at his Madneſs. In fine, Sancho paid him, 
very honeſtly by his Maſter's Order, and mounting 
a little before Eight a Clock, they left the Inn, and 
proceeded on their Journey; where we will leave 
'em, that we may have an Opportunity to _ 
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ſome other Matters very requiſite for the better un- 
derſtanding of this famous Hiſtory, 


—_— 


C HAP. XXVII. 


herein is diſcover'd who Maſter Peter was, 
and his Ape; as a!ſo Don Quixote*s 70 Suc- 
ceſs in the Braying Adventure, which did not 
end ſo happily as be deſir'd and expected. 


D Hamet, the Auther of this celebrated Hi- 
ſtory, begins this Chapter with this Aſſevera- 
tion, I ſwear as a true Catholick ; which the Tranf- 
ator illuſtrates and explains in this manner: That 
Hiſtorian's ſwearing like a true Catholick, though 
he was a Maliometan Moor, ought to be receiv'd in 
no other Senſe, than that, As a true Catholick, when 
he affirms any thing with an Oath, does or ought to 
ſwear Truth, So would he relate the I'ruth as im- 
partially as a Chriſtian would do, if he had taken ſuch 
an Oath, in what he deſign'd to write of Don Quix- 
tte; eſpecially as to the Account that is to be given 
us of the Perſon who was known by the Name of 
Maſter Peter, and the Fortune-telling Ape, whoſe 
Anſwers occaſion'd ſuch a Noiſe, and created ſuch 
an Amazement all over the Country, He fays then, 
that any one who has read the foregoing Part of this 
Hiſtory, cannot but remember one Gines de Paſſa- 
monte, whom Don Quixote had reſcu'd, with ſeveral 
other Galley-Slaves, in Sierra Morena; a Piece of 


— 


device for which the Knight was not cver-burden'd 


with Thanks, and which that ungrateſul Pack of 
Rogues repaid with a Treatment altogether un- 
worthy ſuch a Deliverance, This Cines de Puj/a- 
4 * 1 5 
monte, or, as Don Quixote call'd him, Grneficio de 
Vol. III. L Parapilla, 
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Parapilla, was the very Man that ſtole Sanchs's Ab, 


ü 
the manner of which Robbery, and the Time wn 
it was committed, being not inſerted in the: ne!: 
Part, has been the Reaſon that ſome People 11M p 
laid that, which was caus'd by the Printer's Neglect, ! 
to the Inadvertency of the Author, But *tis been! 
all queſtion, that Gines ſtole the Aſs while S, 
ſlept on his Back, making uſe of the ſame Trick: 
and Artihce which Brunels practis'd when he carte 
off Sacripante's Horſe from under his Legs, at th: | 

Siege of Albraca. However, Sancho got Poſleilion 
again, as has been told you before. t 
Gines it ſeems being obnoxious to the Law, wall > 
apprehenſive of the ſtrict Search that was made a(te:W 0 
him, in order to bring him to Juſtice for his repcatelM t 
Villanies, which were ſo great and numerous, that Þ 
he himſelf had wrote a large Book of em; ani * 
therefore he thought it adviſable to make the beſt oil ! 
his Way into the Kingdom of Arragon, and having * 
clapp'd a Plaiſter over his Left Eye, reſolv'd in tha * 


Diſguiſe to ſet up a Puppet- Show, and ſtroll with i * 
about the Country; for you muſt know, he had ney 
his Fellow at any thing that could be done by Steg,! 
of Hand. Now it happen'd, that in his Wa 148 * 
fell into the Company of ſome Chriſtian Slaves wh 
came from Barbary, and ſtruck a Bargain with en [ 
for this Ape, whom he taught to leap on his Shou: [ 
der at a certain Sign, and to make as if he whiſper'M * 
ſomething in his Far. Having brought his Ape 
this, before he enter'd into any Town he inform h 
Limſelf in the adjacent Parts as well as he could, ol * 
what particular Accidents had happen'd to this! 
that perſon ; and having a very retentive Memory 
the firſt thing he did was to give 'em a Sight of 
Show, that repreſented ſometimes one Story i! 
ſometimes another, which were generally we 
known and taking among the Vulgar, The * 
thin 
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thing he had to do, was to commend the wonderful] 
Qualities of his Ape, and tell the Company, That 
the Animal had the Gift of revealing Things paſt and 
preſent 3 but that in Things to come, he 


ni Two Reals for every Anſwer, tho' now- Shiliing. 
„ad- chen he lower'd his Price as he felt the 
il the Pulſe of his Cuſtomers. Sometimes when he 
- a came to the Houſes of People, of whoſe Concerns he 
had ſome Account, and who wou'd aſk the Ape no 
nl Queſtions, becauſe they did not care to part with 
their Money, he wou'd notwithſtanding be making 
nal Signs to his Ape, and tell *em, the Animal had ac- 
ae quainted bim with this or that Story, according to 
nell the Information he had before; and by that means 
tha be got a great Credit among the common People, 
ntl 2nd drew a mighty Crowd after him. At other 
1 Times, though he knew nothing of the Perſon, the 
win Subtilty of his Wit ſupply'd his want of Knowledge, 
tha 2nd brought him handſomly off: and no Body being 


ith ial fo inquiſitive or preſſing as to make him declare by 
eg what Means his Ape attain'd to this Gift of Divi- 
eich nation, he impos'd on every one's Underſtanding, 
ay and got almoſt what Money he pleas'd. 
- wh He was no ſooner come to the Inn, but he knew 
I '«W Don Quixote, Sancho, and the reſt of the Company: 
Shou But be had like to have paid dear for his Knowledge, 
per bad the Knight's Sword fallen but a little lower when 
\ xx i he made King Aarfilius's Head fly and routed all 
for bis Mocriſb Horſe, as the Reader may have obſerv'd 
11d, de in the foregoing Chapter. And this may ſuffice in 
this off@Þ relation to Mr. Peter and his Ape. 
-mory Now let us overtake our Champion of 1a Mancha. 
- of After he had left the Inn, he refoly'd to take a Sight 
esche River Zbro, and the Country about it, before 
y wif be went to Sarageſſa, fince he was not ſtraiten'd for 
he vel Time, but might do that, and yet arriv'd ſoon 
thin 2 enough 


was altogether uninſtructed. He aſk'd “ * , . 
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enough to make one at the Juſts and Tournaments 
at that City. Two Days he travel'd without mee: 
ing with any thing worth his Notice or the Reader's, 
when on the third, as he was riding up a Hill, . 
heard a great Noiſe of Drums, Trumpets, and 
Guns. At firſt he thought ſome Regiment of 800. 
diers was on its March that Way, which made hin 
ſpur up Kozmante to the Brow of the Hill, that he 
might ſee em paſs by; and then he ſaw in a Bottom 
above two hundred Men, as near as he cou'd gueß, 
arm'd with various Weapons, as Lances, Cto(z- 
bows, Partiſans, Halberds, Pikes, ſome few Fite- 
locks, and a great many Targets. Thereupon he 
deſcended into the Vale, and made his Approaches 
towards the Battalion ſo near as to be able to di 
ſtinguiſh their Banners, judge of their Colours, and 
obſerve their Devices; more eſpecially one that was 
to be ſeen on a Standard of white Sattin, on which 
was repreſented to the Life a little Jack- Aſs, much 
like a Sardinian Als Colt, holding up his Head, 
ſtretching out his Neck, and thruſting out- tis 
Tongue, in the very Poſture of an Aſs that is bray ing, 


W * . o * F * 
with this Diſtich written in fair Characters about it: 


*Twas ſemething more than Nothing which one Di) 
Made one and t'other worthy Bailiff bray. 


Don Quixote drew this Inference from the Motto, 


That thoſe were the Inhabitants of the braying 


Town, and he acquainted Sancho with what he had 
obſerv'd, giving him alſo to underſtand, that the 
Man who told 'em the Story of the two bray ing 
Aldermen was apparently in the Wrong, fince ac- 
cording to the Verſcs on the Standard, they were 
two Bailiffs and not two Aldermen *. It matters not 
e Spaniſh Word Alcalde an/wwers nearly. ts our Bai 
Fe a Corporation, as Regidor does to that of Alderman: 
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one Ruſh what you call them, quoth Sancho ; ior 
thoſe very Aldermen that bray'd might in Time 
come to be made Bailiff; of the Town, and ſo both 
thoſe Titles might have been given 'em well engugh. 
But what is it to you, or me, or the Story, whether the 
two Brayers were Aldermen or Bailiffs, ſo they but 
bray'd as we are told? As if a Bail ff were not as 
likely to bray as an Alderman ? 

In ſhort, both Maſter and Min plainly under- 
ſtood, that the Men who were thus up in Arms, 
were thoſe that were jeer'd for Briying, got together 
to fight the People of another Town, who had in- 
deed abus'd them more than was the part of good 
Neighbours; thereupon Don Yrrxote advanc'd to- 
wards them, to Sancho's great Grief, who had no 
manner of liking to ſuch kind of Adventures. The 
Multitude ſoon got about the Knight, taking him 
for ſome Champion, who was come to their Atliit- 
ance, But Don Quixote, lifting up his Vizor, with 
a graceful Deportment, rode up to the Standard, 
and there all the chief Leaders of the Army got to- 
gether about him, in order to take a Survey of his 
Perſon, no leſs amaz'd at this ſtrange Appearance 
thin the reſt. Don Quixote ſecing *em lock fo car- 
neſtly on him, and no Man offer ſo much as a Word 


or Queſtion, took Occaſion from Their Silence to 


break his Own; and raiſing his Voice, Good Gen— 
tlemen, cry'd he, I beſcech you with all the Endear- 
ments imaginable, to give no Interruption to the 
Diſcourſe fam now delivering to you, unleſs you 
find it diſtaſte ul or tedious; which if I am unhappy 
enough to occaſion, at the leaſt hint you ſhall give 
me, I,will clap a Seal on my Lips, an] a Padlock 
on my Tongue. They all cry'd that he might 
leak what he pleas'd, and they would hear him 


with all their Hearts. Having this Licenſe, Don 


Kuixote proceeded, Gentlemen, ſaid he, I am a 
L 3 Enight- 
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Knight-Errant: Arms are my Exerciſe ; and my 
Profeſſion is to ſhew Favour to thoſe that are in 
Neceſſity of Favour, and to give Aſſiſtance to thoſe 
that are in Diſtreſs, I have for ſome time been no 
Stranger to the Cauſe of your Uneaſineſs, which 
excites you to take Arms to be reveng'd on your 
Inſulting Neighbours ; and having often buſied my 
Intellectuals, in making Reflections on the Motives 
which have brought you together, I have drawn 
this Inference from it, That according to the Laus 
of Arms, you really injure yourſelves, in thinking 
yourſelves affronted ; for no particular Perſon can 
give an Affront to a whole Town and Society of 
len, except it be by acculing *em all of High-Trea- 
fon in general, for want of knowing on which of 
them to hx ſome 'T reaſonable Action, of which he 
ſuppoſes ſome of them to be guilty. We have an 
Inſtance of this Nature in Don Diego Ordonnez De 
Lara, who ſent a Challenge to all the Inhabitants 
of Zamora, not knowing that Yellido de Olfos had 
Aſſaſſinated the King his Maſter in that Town, 
without any Accomplices ; and fo accuſing and de- 
fying *em all, the Defence and Revenge belong'd to 
m all in general. Though it muſt be own'd, that 
Don Diego was ſomewhat unreaſonable in his Dcfi- 
ance, and ſtrain'd the Point tco far: For, it was 
very little to the Purpoſe to defy the Dead, the Wa- 
ters, the Bread, thoſe that were yet unborn, with 
many other trifling Matters mentioned in the 
Challenge. But let That paſs; for when once 
the Choler boils over, the Tongue grows unruly, 
and knows no Moderation. Taking it for granted 
then, that no particular Perſon can affront a whole 
Kingdom, Province, City, Commonwealth, or 
Body Politick, it is but juſt to conclude, That *tis 
needleſs to revenge ſuch a pretended Affront; tince 
ſuch an Abuſe is no ſufficient Provocation, Fro 
Inde 
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indeed, poſitively no Affront. It would be a pretty 
piece of Wiſdom, truly, ſhould thoſe out of the 
Town of Relaxa ſally out every Day on thoſe who 
ſpend their ill-natur'd Breaths miſcalling 'em every 
where. Twould be a fine Buſineſs indeed, if the In- 
habitants of thoſe ſeveral famous Towns that are 
nick-nam'd by our Rabble, and call'd the one Cheeſe- 
mongers, the other Coſter-mongers, theſe Viln- 
mongers, and thoſe Soap-boilers, ſhould know no 
better than to think themſelves Diſhonour'd, and in 
revenge, be always drawing out their Swords at the 
laſt Word, for every idle infignificant Quairel. No, 
no, Heaven fo:bid | Men of Sagacity and Wiſdom, 
and well-govern'd Commonwealths are never induc'd 
to take up Arms, nor endanger their Perſons, and 
Eſtates, but on the four following Occaſions, In the 
ficlt Place, to defend the Holy Catholick Faith, 


Secondly, for the Security of their Lives, which' 


they are commanded to preſerve by the Laws of God 
and Nature. Thirdly, the Preſervation of thei 
good Name, the Reputation of their Family, ant 
the Conſervation of their Eſtates. Fourthly, the 
Service due to their Prince in a juſt War; and if we 
pleaſe, we may add a Fifth, which indeed may be 
referr'd to the Second, the Defence of our Country. 
To theſe five Capital Cauſes may be ſubjoin'd ſe- 
veral others, which may induce Men to vindicate 
themſelves, and have Recourſe even to the way of 
Arms: But to take 'em up for meer Trifles, and 
ſuch Occaſions as rather challenge our Mirth and 
contemptuous Laughter, than Revenge, ſhews the 
Perſon who is guilty of ſuch Proceedings, to labour 
under a Scarcity of Senſe. Beſides, to ſeek after an 
unjuſt Revenge (and indeed no Human Revenge can 
be juſt) is directly againſt the Holy Law we profeſs, 
which commands us to forgive our Enemies, and to 


dd to thoſe that hate us. An Injunction, which 
8 L 4 | though 
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though it ſeems difficult in the Implicit Obedience 
we ſhou'd pay to it, yet is only ſo to thoſe who 
have lefs of Heaven than of the World, and more of 
the Fleſh than of the Spirit. For, the Redeemer of 
Mankind, whoſe Words never could deceive, ſaid, 
That his Yoke was eaſy, and his Burden light ; and ac- 
cording to that, he could preſcribe nothing to our 
Practice which was impoſſible to be done. There- 
fore, Gentlemen, fince Reaſon and Religion recom- 
mend Love and Peace to you, I hope you will nct 
render your ſelves obnoxious to all Laws, both Hu- 
man and Divine, by a Breach of the publick Tran- 
quility— The Devil fetch me, quoth Sancho to him- 
ſelf, if this Maſter of mine muſt not have been bred 
a Parſon, if not, he's as like one as one Egg is like 
another. Don Quixote paus'd a while, to take 
Breath; and perceiving his Auditory till willing to 
give him Attention, had proceeded in his Harangue, 
had not Sancho's good Opinion of his Parts, made 
him lay hold on this Opportunity to talk in his Turn, 
Gentlemen, quoth he, my Maſter Don Quixote de 
la Mancha, once call'd the Knight of the Woſul 
Figure, and now the Knight of the Lions, is a very 
judicious Gentleman, and talks Latin and his own 

lother-Tongue as well as any of your Varlity- 
Doctors. Whatever Diſcourſe he takes in hand, he 
ſpeaks ye to the purpoſe, and like a Man of Mettle; 
he has ye all the Laws and Rules of that ſame thing 
you call Duel and Punctilio of Honour, at his Fin- 
gers Ends; ſo that you have no more to do but to 
do as He ſays, and if in taking his Counſel you ever 
tread awry, let the Blame be laid on My Shoulders. 
And indeed, as you*vealready been told, *tis a very lilly 
Fancy to be aſham'd to hear one Bray; for I remember 
when I was a Boy, I could Bray as often as I liſted, 
and no body went about to hinder me ; andI could do 
it ſo rarely, and to the Life, without Vanity be it 
ſpoken, 
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ſpoken, that all the Aﬀes in our Town would jail 
a Braying when they heard Me Bray; yet for all 
this, A an honeſt Body's Child, and came of 
ood Parentage, d' ye ſee ; 'tis true, indeed, four of 
the beſt young Men in our Pariſh envy'd me for this 
great Ability of mine; bat I car'd not a Ruſh for 
their Spite. Now, that you mayn't think I tell 
you a Flam, do but hear me, and then judge; tor 
this rare Art is like Swimming, which, when once 
learn'd, is never to be forgotten. This ſaid, he 
clapp'd both the Palms of his Hands to his Noie, 
and fell a Braying ſo obſtreperouſly, that it made 
the neighbouring Valleys ring again, But while he 
was thus Braying, one of thoſe that ſtood next to 
him, believing he d:d it to mock them, gave him 
ſuch a hearty Blow with a Quarter-Staif on his Back, 
that down he brought him to the Ground. Don 
Quixote ſeeing what a rough Entertainizent had 
been given to his Squire, mov'd with his Lance in a 
threatning Poſture towards the Man that had us'd 
poor Sancho thus; but the Crowd thruſt theniſclves 
in ſuch a manner between them, that the Knight 
found it impracticable to purſue, the Revenge he de- 
ſign' d. At the ſame time, finding that a Shower of 
S ones began to rain about his Ears, and a great 
Number of Croſs-Bows and Mutfkets were getting 
ready for his Reception, he turn'd Rozinante*s Reins, 
and Gallop'd from 'em as fait as four Legs would 
carry him, ſending up his hearty Prayers to Heaven 
to deliver him from this Danger, and, being under 
grievous Apprehenſions at every Step, that he ſhould 
be ſhot through the Back, and have the Bullet come 
out at his Breaſt, he flill went fetching his Breath, 
to try if it did any ways fail him. But tne Country- 
Battalion were fatisfy*'d with ſeeing him fly, and did 


not offer to ſhoot at him. 
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As for Sancho, he was ſet upon his Aſs before he 
had well recover'd his Senſes, which the Blow had 
taken from him, and then they ſuffer'd him to move 
off ; not that the poor Fellow had Strength enough 
to guide him, but Dapple naturally follow'd R:z:- 
nante of his own accord, not being able to be a Mo- 
ment from him. The Don being at a good Diſtance 
from the arm'd Multitude, fac'd about, and ſceing 
Sancho pacing after him without any troubleſome 
Attendants, ſtay'd for his coming up. As for the 
Rabble, they kept their Poſts till it grew dark, and 
their Enemies having not taken the Field to give 'em 
Battle, they march'd Home, ſo overjoy'd to have 
ſhewn their Courage, without Danger, that had they 
been ſo well bred, as to have known the antient 


Ciitom of the Greeks, they would have erected a 
Trophy in that Place, 


— — 


CHAP. XXVIII. 


Of ſome Things which Benengeli tells us bh 


that Reads ſhall know, if be Reads em with 
Attention. 


HEN the Valiant Man flies, he muſt have 
cover'd ſome foul Play, and *tis the part of 

prudent Perſons to reſerve themſelves for more favou- 
rable Opportunities. This Truth is verified in Don 
—_—_ who, rather than expoſe himſelf to the Fury 
of an incens'd and ill-deligning Multitude, betoox 
himſelf to Flight, without any Thoughts of Sachs, 
till he found himſelf beyond the reach of thoſe Dan- 
pers in which he had left his truſty Squire involv'd, 
Sancho came after him, as we have. told you-before, 
laid a- croſs his Aſs, and having recover'd his Senſes, 


* | overtook 
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overtook him at laſt, and let himſelf drop from his 
Pack-ſaddle at Rozinante's Feet, all Batter'd and 
Bruis'd, and in a ſorrowful Condition, Don Qwixote 
preſently diſmounted to ſearch his Wounds, and find- 
ing no Bones broken, but his Skin whole from Head 
to Feet; Lou muſt Bray, cry'd he angrily, you muſt 
Bray, with a Pox, mult you ! ' Tis a piece of excel- 
lent Diſcretion to talk of Halters in the Houſe of a 
Man whoſe Father was Hang'd. What Counter- 
part could you expect to your Muſick, Blockhead, 
but a Thorough-Baſs of Baſtinadoes ? Thank Provi- 
dence, virrah ! that as they gave you a dry Benedic- 
tion with a Quarter Staff, they did not croſs you 
with a Cutlas. I han't Breath to anſwer you at pre- 
ſent, quoth Sancho, but my Back and Shoulders 
ſpeak enough for me. Pray let's make the beſt of 
our way from this curſed Place, and whene'er I Bray 
again, may I get ſuch another Polt, on my Kidneys, 
Yet I can't help ſaying, that your Knights-Errant 
can betake themſelves to their Heels to ſave one upon 
Oecaſion, and leave their truſty Squires to be beaten - 
like Stock-tiſh, in the midſt of their Enemies. A 
Retreat is not to be accounted a Flight, reply'd Don 
Quixote; for know, Sancho, that Courage which has 
not Wiſdom for its Guide, falls under the Name of 
Temerity 3 and the raſh Man's ſucceſsful Actions 
are rather owing to his good Fortune, than to his 
Bravery, I own I did retire, but I deny that I fled ; 
and in ſuch a Retreat I did but imitate many- Valiant 
Men who, not to hazard their Perſons indiſcreetly, 
reſerv'd themlelves for a more fortunate Hour, 
Hiltories are full of Examples of this nature, which 
I do not care to relate at preſent, becauſe 'they 
— be more tedious to Me, than profitable to 

hee. | 

By this time Don Quixote had help'd Sancho to be- 
ſtride his Aſs, and being himſelf Mounted on Rozi- 


nante, 
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nante, they Pac'd ſoftly along, and got into a Grove 
ot Poplar-Trees, about a Quarter ot a League from 
the Place where they Mounted. Vet as ſoftly as 
they rid, Sancho could not help now and then heay- 
ing up deep Sighs and lamentable Groans. Don 
Quixote aſæ'd him, why he made ſuch a heavy Moan ? 
Sancho told him, That from his Rump to his Pole, 
he felt ſuch grievous Pains, that he was ready to 
fink, Without doubt, ſaid Don Quixote, the In- 
tenſeneſs of thy Torments, is by reaſon the Staff 
with which thou wert ſtruck, was broad and long, 
and ſo having fallen on thoſe Parts of thy Back, 
cauſed a Contuſion there, and affects them all with 
Pain ; and had it been of a greater Magnitude, thy 
Grievances had been ſo much the greater, Truly, 
quoth Sancho / you've clear'd that in very pithy 
Words, of which no Body made any doubt. Body 
of me! was the Cauſe of my Ailing fo hard to be 
gueſs'd, that you mult tell me that ſo much of me 
was ſore as was hit by the Weapon ? Should my 
ankle-bone ake, and you ſcratch your Head till you 
had found out the Cauſe of it, I would think that 


| ſomething. But for you to tell me that Place is fore 


where I was Bruis'd, every Fool could do as much, 
Faith and Troth, Sir Maſter of mine, I grow Wiſer 
and Wiſer every Day : I find you're like all the 
World, that lay to Heart no Body's Harms but their 
own. I find whereabouts we are, and what I'm like 
to get by you; for e' en as you left me now in the 
Lurch to be well belabour'd and rib-roaſted, and 
totherDaytodance the Caper-Galliard in the Blanket 
you wot of; ſo I muſt expect a Hundred and a Hun- 
dred more of theſe good Vails in your Service; and 
as the Miſchief has now lighted on my Shoulders, 
next Bout I look for it to fly at my Eyes. A Plague 
of my Jolter-head, I have been a Fool and Sot all 
along, and am never like to be Wiſer while 3 * 
i 0 
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Would it not be better ſor Me to trudge home to my 
Wife and Children, and look after my Houſe with 
that little Wit that Heaven has given me, without 
galloping after your Tail high and low, through 
confounded croſs-Roads and By-ways, and wicked 
and crooked Paths, that the Ungodly themſelves 
can't find out ! And then moſt commonly to have 
nothing to moiſten one's Weaſand that's fitting for 
a Chriſtian to drink, nothing but meer Element and 
Dog's Porridge! And nothing to ſtuff one's Pud- 
dings that's worthy of a Catholick Stomach ? Then 
after a Man has tir'd himſelf off his Legs, when 
he'd be glad of a good Bed, to have a Maſter cry, 
Here, are you ſleepy ? Lie down Mr. Squire, your 
Bed's made: Take ſix Foot of good hard Ground, 
and meaſure your Cops there; and if that won't 
ſerve, take as much more and welcome : You're at 
Rack and Manger, ſpare not, I beſeech your Dog- 
ſhip ; there's Room enough. Old Nick roaſt and 
burn to a Cinder that unlucky Son of Miſchief that 
firſt ſet People a madding after this Whim of Knight- 
Errantry, or at leaſt the firit Ninny-hammer that 
had ſo little Forecaſt as to turn Squire to ſuch a Par- 
cel of Mad-men as were your Knights-Errant— in 
the Days of Yore I mean ; I am better bred than to 
ſpeak ill of thoſe in Our Time ; no, I honour them, 
ſince your Worſhip has taken up this bleſſed Calling; 
for you've a long Noſe, the Devil himſelf could not 
out-reach you, you can ſee farther into a Milſtone 
than He. I durſt lay a Wager, ſaid Don A 
that now thou art ſuffered to prate without Inter- 


ruption, thou feel'ſt no manner of Pain in thy 

whole Body. Pr'ythee talk on, my Child, ſay any 

thing that comes uppermoſt to thy Mouth, or is bur- 

denſome to thy Brain; ſo it but alleviates thy Pain, 

thy Impertinencies will rather pleaſe than offend me; 

and if thou haſt ſuch a longing Deſire to be at bony 
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with thy Wife and Children, Heaven forbid I ho41/ 
be againſt it. Thou haſt Money of mine in thy 
Hands: See how long *tis ſince we allied out last 
from Home, and caſt up the Wages by the Month. 
and pay thy ſelf. An't like your Worlhip, quoth 
Sancho, when I ſerv'd my Maſter Carraſco, Father 


to the Batchelor, your Worſhip's Acquaintance, | 


had two Ducats a Month, beiides iny Victuals ; ! 
don't know what You'll give me; tho? Pm rt 
there's more Trouble in being Squire to a Kilo. 
Errant, than in being Servant to a Farmer; tor 
truly we that go to Plough and Cart in a Farmer“ 
Service, though we moil and ſweat ſo-a-days as not 
to have a dry T hread to our Backs, let the wor! 
come to the worſt, are ſure of a Bellyful at Night 
out of the Pot, and to ſnore in a Bed. But I don't 
know when I have had a good Meal's Meat or a good 
Night's Reſt in all your whole Service, unleſs it were 
that ſhort time when we were at Don Diego's Houſe, 
and when I made a Feaſt on the ſavoury Skimminy 
of Camachs's Cauldron, and Eat, Drank, and L:y 


at Maſter Baſil's. All the reſt of my time I have 


had my Lodging on the cold Ground, and in th: 
open Fields, ſubje& to the Inclemency of the Sky, 
as you call it; living on the Rinds of Checſe, and 
Cruſts of mouldy Bread ; drinking ſometimes Ditch- 
water, ſometimes Spring, as we chanc'd to light 
upon't in our way. Well, ſaid Don Quixcte, | 
grant all this, Sancho; then how much more doſt 
thou expect from Me, than thou hadſt from thy Ma- 
ſter Carraſco ? Why, truly, quoth Sancho, it your 
Worſhip will pay me Twelve-pence a Month more 
than Thomas Carraſco gave me, I ſhall think it very 
fair, and tolerable Wages ; but then inſtead of the 
Iſland which you know you promis'd me, I think 
vou can't in Giants give me leſs than ſix and 
thirty Pence a Month more, which will _ : all 
irty 
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Thirty Reals, neither more nor leſs. Very well, 
faid Don Quixote, let's ſee then, *tis now twenty- 
five Days ſince we ſet out from home, reckon what 
this comes to, according to the Wages thou haſt al- 
lowed thy ſelf, and be thy own Pay-maſter. Odſ- 
diggers! quoth Sancho, we are quite out in our Ac- 
count; for as to the Governor of an Iſland's Place, 
which you promiſed to help me to, we ought to 
reckon from the time you made the Promiſe, to this 
very Day. Well, and pray how long is it, afk'd. 
Don Quixote? If I remember rightly, quoth Sancho, 
tis about ſome twenty Years ago, I'wo or Three 
Days more or leſs. With that Don Quixote, hitting 
himſelf a good clap on the Forehead, fell a Laughing 
heartily. Why, cry'd he, we have hardly been out two 
Months from the very beginning of our firſt Expedi- 
tion, and in all the time we were in Sierra Morena, 
and our whole Progreſs : And haſt thou the Impu- 
dence to affirm it's twenty Years ſince I promis'd the 
Grant of the Iſland ? I am now convinc'd thou haſt 
a mind to make all the Money which thou haſt of 
mine in thy Keeping, go for the Payment of thy 
Wages. It this be thy meaning, well and good, 


e'en take it, and much Good may it do thee; for 


rather than be troubled any longer with ſuch a Var- 
let, Fwould contentedly ſee my ſelf without a Penny, 
But tell me, thou Perverter of the Laws of Chivalry 
that relate to Squires, - where didſt thou ever ſee or 
read, that any Squire to a Knight-Errant ſtood capitu- 
ting with his Maſter, as thou haſt done with Me, 
for ſo much or fo much a Month? Launch, un- 
conſcionable W retch, thou Cut-Throat Scoundrel ; 
launch, launch, thou baſe Spirit of Mammon, into 


the vaſt Ocean of their Hiſtories ; and if thou canſt 
ſhew me a Precedent of any Squire that ever dar*d to 
fay,- or but to think as much as thou haſt preſum'd 


to tell me, then will I give thee leave to affix it on 
my 
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my Forehead, and hit me fur Fillips on the Noſe. 


* 


Away then, pack off with thy Aſs this Moment, 


and get thee Home, for thou ſhalt never ſtay in my 
Service any longer, Oh how much Bread, how 
many Proiniſes have I now ill beſtow'd on thee! 
Vile groveling Wretch, that haſt more of the Brat 
than of the Man! When I was juſt going to prefer 
thee to ſich a Polt, that in ſpight of thy Wife thou 
had'ſt been call'd my Lord, thou ſneak'ſt away from 
me. Thou'rt leaving me, when J had ſully reſolv', 
without any more Delay, to mate thee Lord of the 
belt Iland in the World, Sordid Clod ! Well might't 
thou ſay iniced, that Honey is not for the Chaps of 
an Af. Thou art indeed a very Afs, an Afs thou 
wilt live, and an Aſs thou wilt die ; for I dare ſay, 
thou'lt never have Senſe eno'1zh while thou liv'{t, to 
know thou art a Brute. While Don Purxote thus 
upbraided and rail'd at Sancho, the poor Fellow, all 
diſmay'd, and touch'd to the quick, bzheld him with 
a wiſtful Look; and the Tears ſtanding in his Eres 
for Grief, Good ſweet Sir, cry'd he, with a dole— 
ful and whining Voice, I confeſs I want nothing but 
a Tail to be a perfect Aſs; if your Worſhip will be 
pleas'd but to put one to my Back-ſide, I ſhall deem 
it well ſet on, and be your moſt faithful Afs all the 
Days of my Life: But forgive me, I beſeech you, 
and take pity on my Youth, Conſider I've but a 
dull Head-piece of my own ; and if my Tongue runs 
at random ſometimes, *tis - becauſe Fm more Fool 
than Knave, Sir: Who errs and mends, to Heaven 
himſelf commends. I ſhou'd wonder much, ſaid Don 
Quixote, if thou ſhouldſt not interlard thy Diſcourſe 
with ſome pretty Proverb, Well, I will give thee 
my Pardon for this once, provided thou correct 
thoſe Imperfections that offend me, and ſhew'ſt thy 
ſelf of a leſs craving Temper, Take Heart then, 
and let the Hopes which thou mayꝰſt nn the 
| Ertot- 
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Performance of my Promiſe, raife in thee a nobler 
W Spirit. The Time will come, do not think it im- 

| poſſible becauſe delayed. Sancho promiſed to do his 
| beſt, though he could not rely on his own Strength, 

Matters being thus amicably adjuſted, they put 
into the Grove, where the Don laid himſelf at the 
Foot of an Elm, and his Squire at the Foot of a 
Beech; for every one of thoſe Trees, and ſuch 
others, has always a Foot, though never a Hand. 
Sancho had but an ill Night's Reſt of it, for his Bruiſes 
made his Bones more than ordinarily ſenſible of the 
Cold. As for Don Quixote, he entertain'd himſelf 
with his uſual Imaginations, However, they both 
ſlept, and by Break of Day continu'd their Journey 
towards the River Ebre, where they met— what 
ſhall be told in the next Chapter, 


» 


CH AP. XXIX. 
The Famous Adventure of the Inchanted Bark. 


F. IR and ſoftly, Step by Step, Don Quixote 
and his Squire got in Two Days Time to the 
Banks of the River Ebro, which yielded a very enter- 
taining Proſpect to the Knight. The Verdure of its 
| Banks, and the abounding Plenty of the Water, which 
clear like liquid Cryſtal, flow'd gently along within the 

ſpacious Channel, awaked a thouſand amorous Chi- 
meras in his roving Imagination, and more eſpe- 
cially the Thoughts of what he had ſeen in Montęſino's 
Cave; for tho' Maſter Peter's Ape had aſſured him, 
that it was partly falſe as well as partly true, he was 
rather inclined to believe it all true; quite contrary 
7 — who thought it every Tittle as falſe as 

ell. c 


While 
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While the 9 went on thus ag reeably amuſe, 
he ſpied a little Boat without any Oars or Tackle, 


moor'd by the River-Side to the Stump of a Trec: | 


Thereupon looking round about him, and diſco— 
vering no body, he preſently alighted, and or- 
dered Sancho to do the like, and tie their Beats 
faſt to ſome of the Elms or Willows thereabouts, 
Sancho aſk'd him what was the Meaning of all this? 
Thou art to know, anſwer'd Don Quixote, that 
moſt certain this Boat lies here for no other Reaſon 
but to invite me to embark in it, for the Relief of 
ſome Knight or other Perſon of high Degree that i; 
in great Diſtreſs: For thus, according to the Me- 
thod of Inchanters, in the Books of Chivalry, when 
any Knight whom they protect, happens to be in- 
volv'd in ſome very great Danger, from which none 
but ſome other valorous Knight can ſet him free; 
then though- they be two or three thouſand Leagues 
at leaſt diſtant from each other, up the Magician 
ſnatches the auxiliary Champion in a Cloud, or elſe 
3 him a Boat, and in the Twinkling of an 
ye, in either Vehicle, through the airy Fluid or 
the liquid Plain, he wafts him to the Place where 
his Aſſiſtance is wanted. Juſt to the ſame Intent 
does this very Bark lie here; tis as clear as the Day, 
and therefore, before it be too late, Sancho, tie up 
Rozinante and wy let us commit our ſelves to 
the Guidance of Providence; for embark I will, 
though bare-footed Friars ſhould beg me to deſiſt. 
Well, well, quoth Sancho, if I muſt, I muſt, Since you 
will every Foot run haring into theſe I don't know 
Low to call them, theſe confounded Vagaries, I have 
no more to do but to make a Leg, and ſubmit my 
Neck to the Collar; for, as the Saying is, Do as ty 
Maſter bids thee, though it be to fit down at his Table. 
But for all that, fall Back fall Edge, I muſt and will 
diſcharge my Conſcience, and tell you plainly, that 
as blind as I am, I can fee with Half an Eye, that 
it 
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it is no inchanted Bark, but ſome Fiſherman's Boat; 
for there are many in this River, whoſe Waters af- 
| ford the beſt Shads in the World. This Caution 
| did Sancho give his Maſter while he was tying the 
Beaſts to a Tree, and going to leave them to the 
Protection of Inchanters, full ſore againſt his will. 
Don Quixote bid him not be concern'd at leaving 
them there, for the Sage who was to carry 'em 
through in a Journey of ſuch an Extent and Longi- 
| tude, would be ſure to take care of the Animals. 
Nay, nay, as for that Matter, quoth Sancho, I don't 
underſtand your Longitude, I never heard ſuch a 
cramp Word in my Born-days, Longitude, ſaid 
Don Quixote, is the ſame as Length: I don't wonder 
that thou doſt not underſtand the Word, for thou'rt 
not oblig*d to underſtand Latin, Yet you ſhall have 
ſome forward Coxcombs pretend to be knowing when 
they are ignorant. Now the Beaſts are faſt Sir, quoth 
Sancho, what's next to be done? Why now, an- 
ſwer'd Don Quixote, let us recommend our ſelves to 
Providence and weigh Anchor, or to ſpeak plainly, . 
embark and cut the Cable. With that, leaping in, 
and Sancho following, he cut the Rope, and ſo by 
Degrees the Stream carry'd the Boat from the Shore. 
Now when Sancho ſaw himſelf towards the Middle 
of the River, he began to quake for fear; but no- 
thing griev'd his Heart fo much as to hear Dapple 
bray, and to ſee Rozinante ſtruggle to get looſe. 
dir, quoth he, hark how my poor Dapple brays, to 
bemoan our leaving of him; and ſee how poor Rozi- 
nante tugs hard to break his Bridle, and is e'en will 
to throw himſelf aſter us. Alack and alack! my 
poor dear Friends, Peace be with you where you are, 
and when this mad Freak, the Cauſe of our doleful 
parting, 13 ended in Repentance, may we be brought 
back to your ſweet Company again, This ſaid, he 
tell a blubbering, and ſet up ſuch a Howl, that Don 


Quixote 
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Quixote had no Patience with him, but looking an- 
grily on him, What doſt fear, cry'd he, thou great 
white-liver'd Calf? What doſt thou cry for? Who 
purſues thee? Who hurts thee, thoudaſtardly Craven, 
thou Cowardly Mouſe, thou Soul of a Milk-ſop, thou 
Heart of Butter ? Doſt want for any thing, baſe un- 
fatisfy'd Wretch? What would'ſt thou ſay, wert thou 
to climb bare-foot the rugged Riphean Mountains ? 
Thou that fitteſt here in State like an Archduke, 
Plenty and Delight on each ſide of thee, while thou 
mop gently down the calm current of this delight- 
ul River, which will ſoon convey us into the Main 
Ocean? We have already flow'd down ſome ſeven 
or eight hundred Leagues. Had I but an Aſtrolabe 


here to take the Altitude of the Pole, I could eaſi- 


ly tell thee how far we have proceeded to an Inch: 

Tho either I know but little, or we have juſt 

paſs'd, or ſhall preſently paſs, the Eguinoctial Line, 

that divides and cuts the two oppoſite Poles at 
ual diſtances. 

And when we come to this ſame Zine you ſpeak 
of, quoth Sancho, how far have we gone then? A 
mighty way, anſwered Don Quixote. When we 
come under the Line I ſpoke of, we ſhall have mea- 
ſured the other half of the Terraqueous Globe, which 
according to the Syem and Computation of Ptol;- 
my, who was the greateſt Coſmographer in the World, 
contains three hundred and fixty Degrees, Odsbodi- 
kins quoth Sancho, you've brought me now a nota- 
ble Fellow to be your Voucher, Goodman Tollme, 
with his Amputation and Ciftern, and the reſt of your 
Gibberiſh ! Don Quixote ſmil'd at Sancho's Blunders, 
and going on, The Spaniards, ſaid he, and all thoſe 
that Embark at Cadiz for the Eaſt- Indies, to know 
whether they have paſs'd the Eguinoctial- Line, ac- 
cording to an Obſervation that has been often expe- 
rienc'd, nced do no more than look whether there be 
any 
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any Lice left alive among the Ship's Crew; for if 
they have paſs'd it, not a Louſe is to be found in the 
Ship, though they would give his weight in Gold for 
him. Look therefore, Sancho, and if thou find'ſt any 
ſuch Vermin ſtill creeping about thee, then we have 
not yet paſs'd the Line; but if thou do not, then 
we have ſurely paſs'd it. The Devil a Word I be- 
lieve of all this, quoth Sancho. However, I'll do as 
you bid me. But hark you me, Sir, now I think 
on't again, where's the need of trying theſe Quirks ; 
Don't I ſee with my two Eves that we are not five 
Rods length from the Shore ? Look you there ftands 
Rizinante and Dapple, upon the very ſpot where we 
left them; and now I look cloſely into the Matter, 
I will take my Corporal Oath that we move no faſter 
than a Snail can Gallop, or an Ant can Trot. No 
more Words, ſaid Don Quixote, but make the Ex- 
periment as I bid you, and let the reſt alone. Thou 
doſt not know what belongs to Colures, Lines, Pa- 
rallels, Zodiacks, Eclipticks, Poles, Solſtices, E- 
quinoctials, Planets, Signs, Points, and Meaſures, 
of which the Spheres Celeitial and Terreſtial are 
compos'd; for did*it thou know all theſe Things, or 
ſome of them at leaſt, thou mighteſt plainly perceive 
what Parallels we have cut, what Signs we have 
paſs'd, and what Conſtellations we have left, and 
are now leaving behind us. Therefore I would wiſh 
thee once again to ſearch thy ſelf ; for I cannot be- 
lieve but thou art as clear from Vermin as a Sheet 
of white Paper. Therenpon Sancho advancing his 
Hand very gingerly towards the left ſide of his Neck, 
aſter he had grop'd a while, liſted up his Head; and 
ſtaring in his Maſter's Face, look you, Sir, quoth 
he, pulling out ſomething, either your Rule is not 
worth this, or we are many a fair League fron the 
Place you ſpoke of. How! anſwer'd Don & uixote, 
haſt thou found ſomething then, Sancho? Ay, ny 
ave 
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have I, quoth Sancho; and more things than one 
too, and ſo ſaying he ſhook and ſnapp'd his Fingers, 


-and then waſh't his whole Hand in the River; down 
-whoſe Stream the Boat drove gently along, without 


being mov'd by any ſecret Influence or hidden In- 
chantment, but only by the help of the Current, hi- 
therto calm and ſmooth. 

By this time they deſcry'd two great Water-mil]; 
in the middle of the River, which Don Quite no 
ſooner ſpy'd, but calling ta his Squire, Look, look, 
my Sancho, cry'd he! ſee'ſt thou yon City or Caſlle 
there! This is the Place where ſame K night lies in 
Diſtreſs, or ſome Queen or Princeſ; is detain'd, for 
whoſe Succour I am convey'd hither, What a Devil 
do you mean with your City or Caſtle, cry'd Sqnch:? 
Body of me ! Sir, don't you ſee as plain as the Noſe 
on your Face, they are nothing but Water-mills, in 
the midſt of the River, to grind Corn. Peace, San 
cho, reply'd Don Quote, they look like Water-mills 

grant you, but they are no ſuch things: How often, 
have I not told thee already, do theſe Magicians 
change and overturn every Thing as they pleaſc; not 
that they can change their very Being, but they di- 
guiſe and alter the Appearances of them; of which 
we have an Inſtance in the unhappy Transformation 
of Dulcinea, the only Refuge of my Hope. 

The Boat being now got into the very ſtrength of 


the Stream began to move leſs lowly than it did be- 


fore. The People in the Mills perceiving the Boat 
to come a-drift full upon the Mill-wheels, came 
running out with their long Poles to ſtop it; and 
as their Faces and Cloaths were powder'd all over 
with Meal-duſt, they made a very odd Appearance, 


So- ho! there, cry'd they as loud as they could baw!, 


is the Devil in the Fellows? Are ye mad in the 


Boat there? Hold! You'll be drown'd, or ground 


to pieces by the Mill-wheels. Don Quixote * 
cal 
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caſt his Eyes on the Millers, Did I not tell thee 
Jancbo, ſaid he, that we ſhould arrive where I 8 
exert the ſtrength of my Arm? Lok what Hang- 
dogs, what horrid Wretches come forth to make 
Head aginſt me! How many Hobgoblins oppoſe 
my Paſlage ! Do but ſee what deform'd Phyſtogno- 
mies they have: Meer Bug-bears ! But I ſhall make 
ye know,  Scoundrels, how inſignificant all your 
Efforts muſt prove. Then ſtanding up in the Boat, 
he began to threaten the Millers in a haughty Tone : 
Ye paltry Slaves, cry'd he, baſe and il]-advis'd Scum 
of the World, releaſe inſtantly the Captive Perſon 
who is injuriouſly detain'd and cppretis*'d within your 
Caſtle or Priſon, be they of high or low Degree; 
for I am Don Quixote de la Mancha, otherwiſe call'd 
the Knight of the Lions, for whom the happy At- 
chievement of this Adventure is reſerv'd, by the De- 
cree of Heaven. This ſaid, he unſheath'd his Sword, 
and began to fence with the Air, as if he had been 
already engaging the Millers; who hearing, but not 
underſtanding, his mad Words, ſtood ready with their 
Poles to ſtop the Boat, which was now near the Mill- 
dam and juſt entring the rapid Stream and narrow 
Channel of the Wheels. 

In the mean time, Sanchs was devoutly fallen on 
his Knees, praying Heaven for a happy Deliverance 
out of this mighty Plunge, but this one time, And 
indeed his Prayers met with pretty good Succeſs ; for 
the Millers ſo beſtirr'd themſelves with their Poles 
that they ſtopp'd the Boat, yet not fo cleverly but 
they overſet it, tipping Don 2uixote and Sancho over 
into the River. I'was well for the Knight that he 
could ſwim like a Duck ; and yet the weight of his 
Armour ſunk him twice to the Bottom; and had it 
not been for the Millers, who jump'd into the Water, 
and made a ſhift to pull out both the Maſter and the 
Man, in a manner EE. them up, there had been 
an end of them both. 
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When they were both hawl'd aſhore, more over. 
Urench'd than thirſty, Sancho betook himſelf to his 
Knees again, and with up-lifted Hands and Eye 
made a long and hearty Prayer, that Heaven might 
keep him from this time forwards clear of his Mz. 
ſter's raſh Adventures, 

And now came the Fiſhermen who own'd the 
Boat, and finding it broken to pieces, fell upon San. 
cho, and began to ſtrip him, CO Satisfaction 
both of him and his Maſter for the Loſs of their 
Bark. 'The Knight with a great deal of Gravity and 
Unconcern, as if he had done no manner of Ham, 
told both the Millers and the Fiſhermen, that he 
was ready to pay for the Boat, provided they would 
fairly ſurrender the Perſons that were detain'd un- 
juſtly in their Caſtle, What Perſons, cr what Caſſle, 
you mad Oaf, ſaid one of the Millers? Marry pucy, 
would you carry away the Folk that come to grind 
their Corn at Our Mills? Well, ſaid Don Quixote to 
himſelf, Man had as good preach to a Stone-wall,as to 
pect to perſuade with Intreaties ſuch Dregs of Hu- 
man Kind to do a good and generous Action. Two 
Sage Inchanters certainly claſh in this Adventure, 
and the one thwarts the other : One provided me a 
Bark, tYother overwhelm'd me in it. Heaven ſend 
us better Times! There is nothing but Plotting and 
Counter-plotting, Undermining and Counter-min- 
ing in this World. Well, I can do no more. Ihen 
tg, Sa Voice, and caſting a fix'd Eye on 
the ater- mills, My dear Friends, cry'd he, 
whoever you are that are immur'd in this Priſon, 
pardon me, I beſeech ye; for ſo my ill Fate and 
yours ordains, that I cannot free you from your 
Confinement : The Adventure is reſerv'd for ſome 
other Knight. This ſaid, he came to an Agree- 


ment with the Fiſher-men, and order'd Sancho to 
pay them fifty Reals for the Boat. Sancho pull'd 


out 
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ut the Money with a very ill Will, and parted withit 
ith a worſe, muttering between hi. Teeth, that two 
oyages like that would fink their whol: Stock. 
The Fiſher-men and the Millers could not for- 
ear admiring at two ſuch Figures of Human Offs- 
ig, that neither ſpoke nor acted like the reſt of 
lankind: for they could not ſo much as gueſs 
hat Don Quixote meant by all his extravagant 
peeches ; ſo taking them for Mad-men, they left 
em, and went the Millers to their Mills, and the 
iſher- men to their Huts. Don Quixote and Sancho 
eturn'd to their Beaſts like a Couple of as ſenſeleſs 
Animals; and thus ended the Adventure of the 
Inchanted Bark. 


3 . dtd 


Ar N. 


What happen'd to Don Quixote with the 
Fair Huntreſs. 


I'TH wet Bodies and melancholy Minds, 
the Knight and Squire went back to Roxr- 
nante and Dapple ; though Sancho was the more caſt 
lown and out of Sorts of the Two; for it griev'd 
him to the very Soul to ſee the Money dwindle ; 
deing as Chary of that as of his Heart's Blood, or the 
Apples of his Eyes. To be ſhort, to Horſe they 
ent, without ſpeaking one Word to each other, 
and left the famous River: Don Quixote bury'd in 
dis amorous Thoughts, and Sancho in thoſe of bis 
Preferment, which he thought far enough off yet ; 
for, as much a Fool as he was, he plainly perceiv'd 


to Folly : Therefore he but waited an Opportunity to 


to any farther Reckoning, or taking a formal Leave. 
Vox. III. M But 


that all, or moſt of his Maſter's Actions tended only 


vive him the Slip and go home, without coming 
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But Fortune provided for him much better than le 
expected, 

It happen'd that the next Day about Suns ſet, 30 
they were coming out of a Wood, Don Oni 


Sar 
to A 
he ali 


caſt his Eyes round a Verdant Meadow, aud 4%" 
the farther End of it deſcry'd a Company, whom the L 
upon a nearer View he judg'd to be Perſons 9 Pang, 
Quality, that were taking the Diverſion of Hawk. who 
ing; approaching nearer yet, he obſerv'd among oft 
'em a very fine Lady upon a white pacing Mare, |W caſe 
in green Trappings, and a Saddle of Cloth of Silver, er 
The Lady her ſelf was dreſs'd in Grtea, fo Ra be 
and ſo Gay, that nothing could be finer. She rode bigh- 
with a Goſs- Hawk on her leſt Fiſt, by which Don may 
Quixote judg'd her to be of Quality, and Miſre MY” 
of the Train that attended; as indeed ſhe was. Nind 
Thereupon calling to his Squire, Son Sancho, cry'd laid 
he, run and tell that Lady on the Palfry with the NCar 
Goſs: Hawk on her Fiſt, that I the Knight of thi "® 
Lions humbly ſalute her Highneſs ; and that if ſhe” 
pleaſes to give me leave, I ſhould be proud to te- Hh 


ceive her Commands, and have the Honour of wait- 


ing on her, and kiſſing her fair Hands, But take 
ſpecial Care, Sancho, how thou delivereſt thy Mcſ- 
ſage, and be ſure don't lard My Compliments with 
any of 'Thy Proverbs. Why this to me, quoth 
Sancho? Marry, you need not talk of. Larding, as if 
I had never went Ambaſſador before to a High ani 
Mighty Dame. I don't know that ever thou did'ſ, 
reply'd Don Quixote, at leaſt on My Account, unle's 
it were when J ſent thee to Dulcinea. It may be fo, 
quoth Sancho: But a good Pay-maſter needs no Sure- 
ty; and where there's Plenty the Gueſts can't be 
empty: That is to ſay, I need none of your telling 
nor tutoring about that matter : for, as filly as 
look, I know ſomething of every thing. Well, well 
believe it, ſaid Don Duixote, Go then in a good 
Hour, and Heaven inſpire and guide thee. * 

att 
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$ancha put on, forcing Dafple from his old Pace 
to a Gallop 3 and approaching the fair Huncreſs, 
he alighted, and falling on his Knees : Fair Lady, 
quoth he, that Knight yonder, call'd the Agb 7 
the Lias, is my Maſter; I am his Squire, Sancho 
Punga by Name. This ſame Knight of the Lions, 
who but t'other Day was call'd 7% Anight of the 
Wiful Figure, has ſent me to tell you, That fo 
vleaſe your Worthip's Grace to give him leave with 
our good Liking, to do as he has a mind; which 
as he ſays and as I believe, is only to ſerve your 
bigh-flown Beauty, and be your ternal Vaſſal; you 
may chance to do a thing that would be for your 
own good, and he would take it for a hug 
Kindneſs at your Hands. Indeed, honeſt Squire, 
Dad the Lady, you have acquitted. your ſelf of your 
Charge with all the graceful Circumſtances which 
, ſuch an Embaſly requires : Riſe, pray riſe, for 'tis 
' Wy no means fit the Squire to fo great a Knight, 


ind Merit we are no Strangers, ſhould remain on 
his Knees, Riſe then, and deſire your Maſter, by 
all means to honour us with his Company, that my 
Lord Duke and I may pay him our Reſpects at a 
Houſe we have hard by. 

Sancho got up, no leis amaz'd at the Lady's Beaut 
han at her Aﬀability, but much more becauſe the told 


f the IVoful Figure. Nor did he wonder why ſhe did 


c Net call him by his Title of Knight of the Lions; con- 
bs ſidering, he had but lately aſſumed it. | 

MF Pray, faid the Dutcheſs, (whoſe particular Title 
m don't yet know) Is not this Maſter of yours 


be Perſon, whoſe Hiſtory came out in Print, by the 
lame of the Renctun d Don Quixote de la Mancha; 
tne Miſtreſs of whoſe Affections is a certain Lady: 
al'd Dulcinea del Tebsſo ? The very ſame, an't pleaſe 
au- | M 2 your 


* — EI ern 


Teous 


5 15 The Knight of the ae Figure, to whoſe Name 


im they were no Strangers to his Maſter, The Knight 
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your Worſhip, ſaid Sancho; and that Squire of hi; 
that is, or ſhould be in the Book, Sancho Parc 
by Name, is my own ſelf, if I was not chang'd i 
my Cradle; I mean, chang'd in the Preſs, I am 
mighty glad to hear all this, ſaid the Dutcheſs, 69 
then, Friend Panga, and tell your Maſter, That! 
congratulate him upon his Arrival in our Territo- 
ries, to which he is Welcome; and aſſure him irom 
me, that this is the moſt agreeable News I could 
poſſibly have heard. 

Sancho, overjoy'd with this gracious Anſwer, re. 
turn'd to his Maſter, to whom he repeated all that 
the great Lady had ſaid to him; prailing to the Skics, 
in his clowniſh Phraſe, her great Beauty and cour- 
teous Nature, 

Don Quixote, pleas'd with this good beginning, 
ſeated himſelf handſomely in the Saddle, fx'd his 
'T oes in his Stirrups, ſet the Bever of his Helmet 2 
he thought beſt became his Face, rous'd up Roxi— 
nante's Mettle, and with a graceful Aſſurance mov' 
forwards to kiſs the Dutcheſs's Hand. As ſoon a 
Sancho went from her, ſhe ſent for the Duke her 
Huſband, and gave him an Account of Don Quixate“s 
Embaſſy. Thereupon they both attended his com- 
ing with a pleaſant Impatience; for, having rcad 
the firſt Part of his Hiſtory, they were no leſs deſ- 
Tous to be acquainted with his Perſon; and reſolv'd, 
as long as he ftaid with them, to give him his own 
Way, and humour him in all things, treating him 
ſtill with all the Forms eſſential to tne Entertainment 
of a Knight-Errant 3 which they were the better 
able to do, Paying been much converſant with Books 
of that kin 5 8 

And now Don Quixote drew nigh with his Vizor 
up; and Sanchg ſeeing him offer to alight, mad: 
all the haſte he could to be ready to hold his 


Pyrrup . But as Il-luck would have it, as he was 


throw- 
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throwing his Leg over his Pack-Saddle to get off, 

he entangl'd his Foot ſo ſtrangely in the Rope that 
Wl ferv'd him inſtead of a Stirrup, that not being able 
WW to get it out, he hung by the Heel with his 
| W Noſe to the Ground. On the other Side Don Qxix- 
„, who was us'd to have his Stirrup held when he 
1 WW diſmounted, thinking Sancho had hold of it already, 
ted up his right Leg over the Saddle to alight ; 

but as it happened to be ill-girt, down he brought 

it with himſelf to the Ground, confounded with 
i W Shame, and muttering between his 'Teeth many 4 
WW hearty Curſe againſt Sancho, who was all the while 
-ich his Foot in the Stocks. The Duke ſeeing 

them in that Condition, order'd ſome of his Peo- 
„ble to help them; and they rais'd Don Quixote, 
„ho was in no very good Caſe with his Fall; 
however, limping, as well as he could, he went 
s pay his Duty to the Lady, and would have fall'n 
Joa his Knees at her Horſe's Feet: But the Duke 
4 WW alighting, would by no means permit it; and em- 
WW bracing Don Quixote, I am ſorry, faid' he, Sir 
Knight of the Moful Figure, that ſuch a Miſchance 
ſhould happen to you at yotir firſt Appearance on My 
Territories,but the Negligence of Squires is often the 
Cauſe of worſe Accidents, Moſt generous Prince, 
ſaid Don Quixote, I can think nothing bad that 
could befal me here, ſince I have had the Hap- 
pineſs of ſeeing your Grace: For though I had fal- 
len low as the very Center, the Glory of this In- 
terview would raiſe me up again. My Squire in- 
ded, a Vengeance ſeize him for't, is much more apt 
to give his ſaucy Idle Tongue a Looſe, than to gird a 
daddle well; but Proſtrate or Erect, on Horſeback or 
Jon Foot, in any Poſture I ſhall always be at you” 
hie Grace's Command, and no leſs at her Grace's, your 
worthy Conſort's Service. Worthy did I ſay, yes, 
*. lhe is worthy to be call'd 1 Queen of W 


3 ve- 
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Scyereign Lady of all Courteſy. Pardon me there, 
faid the Duke, Noble Don Quixote de la Mancla; 
where the Peerleſs Dulcinea is remember'd, the Praiſe 
of all other Beauties ought to be forgot. 

Sancho was now got clear of the Nooſe, and 
ſanding near the Dutcheſs, an't pleaſe your Wor. 
ſhip's Highneſs, quoth he, before his Maſter could 
anſwer, it can't be deny'd, nay, I dare vouch it in 
any Ground in Spain, that my Lady Dulcinea dil 
Teboſo is woundy handſome and fair: But where uy 
leaſt think, there flarts the Hare. I've heard your 
gicat Scholards ſay, That ſhe you call Dame Na- 
ture, is like a Potter, and he that makes one hand- 
fome Pipkin may make two or three Hundred, 
And fo, d'ye fee, you may underſtand by this, that 
my Lady Dutcheſs here does not a jot come {hort 
of my Lady Dulcinea del Tobeſe, Don . upon 
this, addreſſing himſelf to the Dutcheſs, -Y our Grace 
mult know, ſaid he, that no Knight-Errant ever 
had ſuch an eternal Babler, ſuch a bundle of Con- 
ceit for a Squire, as I have; and if I have the ho- 
nour to continue for ſome time in your Service, your 
Grace will find it true. I am glad, anſwer'd the 
Dutcheſs, that honeſt Sancho has his Conceits, it's 
a ſhrewd ſign he is wiſe ; for merry Conceits, yoy 
know, Sir, are not the Offspring of a dull Brain, 
and therefore if Sanchs be jovial and jocoſe, I'll war- 
rant him alſo a Man of Senſe : And a Prater, Ma- 
dam, added Don L2uixote. So much the better, ſaid 
the Duke; for a Man that talks well, can never 
talk too much, But not to loſe our time here, 
Come on, Sir Knight of the Woful Figure. 
Knight of the Lions, your Highneſs ſhould fay, 
quoth Sancho: The Woful Figure is out of, Date; 
and ſo pray let the Lions come in play. Well then, 
ſaid the Duke, I intreat the Knight of the Lions to 
vouchſafe us his Preſence at a Caſtle I have hard by; 
as | where 


- 
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where he ſhall find ſuch Entertainment as is juſtly 
que to ſo eminent a Perſonage, ſuch Honours as the 
Dutcheſs and my ſelf are wont to pay to all K nights- 
Errant that travel this Way, 

Sancho having by this got Rozinante ready, and 
girded the Saddle tight, Don Quixote mounted his 
Steed, and the Duke a ſtately Horſe of his own ; and 
the Dutcheſs riding between 'em both, they mov'd 
towards the Caſtle : She deſir'd that Sancho might al- 
ways attend near her, for ſhe was extremely taken 
with his notable Sayings ; Sancho was not hard to 
be intreated, but crowded in between 'em, and 
made a fourth in their Converſation, to the great 
Cacisfaction both of the Duke and Dutcheſs, who 
eſteem'd themſelves very fortunate in having an Op- 
portunity to entertain at their Caſtle ſuch a Knight» 
Errant and ſuch an Erring Squire, 


y— — — — — — — 
eee 
Which treats of many and great Malters. 


CAncho was ae to find himſelf ſo much in 

the Dutcheſs's Favour, flattering himſelf that he 
ſhou'd fare no worſe at her Caſtle than he had 
done at Don Diego's and Baſil's Houſes ; for he was 
ever a Cordial Friend to a plentiful way of Living, 
end therefore never fail'd to take ſuch Opportunities 
by the Fore-top, where-ever he met them. Now 
the Hiſtory tells us, that before they got to the 
Caſtle, the Duke rode away from them, to inſtruct 
his Servants how to behave themſelves toward Don 
Quixote; fo that no ſooner did the Knight come 
near the Gates, but he was met by two of the 
Duke*s Lacquies or Grooms in long Veſts, like 
Night-Gowns, of fine Crimſon Sattin. Theſe ſud- 
denly took him in their Arms, and liſting him 
> 4 from 
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from his Horſe without any further Ceremony, G0 
reat and mighty Sir, ſaid they, and help my Lady 
Dutcheſs down. Thereupon Don Juixote went and 
offer*d todo it ; and many Compliments, and much 
Ceremony paſs'd on both ſides: but in Conclu- 
ſion, the Dutcheſs's Earneſtneſs prevail'd ; for ſhe 
would not alight from her Palfry but in the Arny 
of her Huſband, excuſing her ſelf from incommod. 
ing ſo great a Knight with fo inſignificant a Burden, 
With that the Duke took her down. And now, 
being enter'd into a large Court-yard, there came 
two Beautiful Damſels, who threw a long Mantle 
of fine Scarlet over Don Quixote's Shoulders. In 
an Inſtant, all the Galleries about the Court.: yatd 
were crouded with Men and Women, the Domeſ— 
ticks of the Duke, who cry'd out, Welcome, Wel- 
come, the Flower and Cream of Kanight-Erran- 
try! Then moiſt, if not all of them, ſprinkPd whole 
Bottles of ſweet Water upon Don Quixote, the 
Duke and the Dutcheſs: All which agreeably 
ſurpriz'd the Don, and this was indeed the firt WF > , 
Day he knew and firmly believ'd himſelf to be a WM che 
Real Knight-Errant, and that his Knighthood was | 


N . r 
more than Fancy; finding himſelf treated juſt as he i 
liad read the Brothers of the Order were entertain'd uct 
in former Ages. 


Sancho was fo tranſported, that he even forſook "= 
his beloved Dapple, to keep cloſe to the Nutchels, fo 
and enter'd the Caſtle with the Company: But his 


hp apagian ; is 
Conſcience flz ing in his. Face for leaving that dear th 
Companion of his alone, he went to a Reverend old of 
Waiting- Woman, who was one of the Dutcheſs's Re- ; 


tinue, and whiſpering her in the Ear, Mrs. Gonſales, K 
or Mrs. Pray forſooth may I crave your Name? 7 
Donna Rodriguez de Grijalva is my Name, faid J 
the old Duenna ; What is your Buſineſs with & 
me, Friend? Pray now, Miſtreſs, quoth * 8 

do 
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do ſo much as go out at the Caſtle-Gate, where 
you'll find a Dapple Aſs of mine; fee him put into 
the Stable, or elſe put him in your ſelf; for poor 
thing, *tis main fearful and timerſome, and can't 
abide to be alone in a ſtrange Place. It the Mater, 
ſaid ſhe pettiſhly, has no more Manners than the 
Man, we ſhall have a fine time on't. Get you 
gone, you ſaucy Jack, the Devil take thee and him 
that brought you hither to affront me. Go ſeek 
ſomewhere elſe for Ladies to look to your As, 
you Lolpoop? I'd have you to know, that Gen- 
tewomen like me are not us'd to ſuch Drudgerics. 
Don't take Pepper in your Noſe at it, reply'd Sau- 
<a, you need not be fo frumpiſh, Miſtreſs. As good 
as you have done it. I have heard my Maſter ſay 
(and he knows all the Hiſtorics in the World) that 
when Sir Lancelot came out of Britain, Damfels 
look'd after him, and Waiting-women after his 
Horſe. Now by my Troth ! whether you believe 
it or no, I would not ſwop my Aſs for Sir Lanze+ 
let's Horſe, I'll tell you that. 7 think the Fool rides 
the Fellow, quoth the Waiting- woman: Hark you, 
Friend, if you be a Buffoon, keep your Stuff for 
thoſe Chapmen that will bid you fairer. I would 
not give a Fig for all the Jeſts in Your Budges. 
Well enough yet, quoth Sancho, and a Fig-fer-you 
too, an'you go to that: Adad! ſhould I take thee 
for a Fig, I might be ſure of a ripe one, your Fi; 
is rotten Ripe, forſooth ; ſay. no more: if Sixty 13 
the Game, you're a Peep out-. You Raſcally Son 
of a Whore, cried the Waiting-woman, in a pelt- 
ing Chafe, whether Lam Old or no, Heaven beſt 


knows, I ſhall not ftand to give an Account to 


ſuch a Raggamuffin as thou, thou Gatrlick-eating 
Stinkard. Spe ſpoke this ſo loud, that the Dutcheis 
over-heard her; and ſeeing the Woman ſo altered 
and as red as Fire, * what was the Matter: 

3 


Why 
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Why, Madam, ſaid the Waiting- woman, here's 3 
Fellow would have me put his Aſs in the Stable; 


telling me an idle Story of Ladies that looked after 5 
one Zance lot, and Waiting-women after his Horſe; Wl * 
and becauſe F won't be his Oſtler, the Rake-ſhame Bre 
very civilly calls me Old. Old, faid the Dutches, e 
that's an Affront no Woman can well bear. You ary 

4 


are miſtaken,” honeſt Sancho, Redriguez is very 
Young, and the long Veil ſhe wears, is more for tne 
Authority and Faſhion - ſake, than upon account Yo! 
of her Years. May there be ne'er a good one in La 
all thoſe Iv'e to live, quoth Sancho, if I meant dell 
her any Harm, only I've ſuch a natural Love for Tic 
my Aſs, an't like your Worſhip, that I thought Ml © 
I cou'd not recommend the poor Titt to a more Ml ©: 
charitable Body than this ſame Madam Redrizucz. Ml ; 
Sancho, ſaid Don Quixote, with a ſour Look, do's he 
this Talk befit this Place? D'you know where you lt ** 
are? Sir, quoth Sancho, every Man muſt tell his oat 
Wants, be he where he will, Here I bethought my Sq 
ſelf of Dapple, and here I ſpoke of him: Had ! b. 
call'd him to mind in the Stable, I wou'd have ſpoken 2 
of him there. 

Sancho has Reaſon on his ſide, ſaid the Duke; of 
and no Body ought to chide him for it. But let 8 
him take no further care, Dapple ſhall have as much 


Provender as he will eat, and be us'd as well as R 
Sancho himſelf. 0 
Theſe (mall Jars being over, which yielded Di- c 
verſion to all the Company, except Don Quixote, P 


he was. led up a ſtately Stair-Caſe, and then into 
a noble Hall, ſumptuouſly hung with rich Gold 
Brocade. There his Armour was taken off by Six 
oung Damſels, that ſerv'd him inſtead of Pages, 
all of 'em fully inſtructed by the Duke and Dutcheſs 
how. to behave themſelves ſo towards Don Quixote, 
that he might look on his Entertainigent as Harp 
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formable to thoſe which the famous Kniglits-Errant 
received of Old. 
When he was unarm'd, he appear'd in his cloſe 


| Breeches and Shamoy-doublet, raw-boned and mea- 


gre, tall and lank, with a pair of Lantcrn- Jaws 
that met i'the middle of his Mouth; in ſhort, he 
made fo very odd a Figure, that notwithſtanding 
the ſtrict Injunction the Duke had laid on the 
Young Females who waited on him, to ſtifle their 
Laughter, they were hardly able to contain. They 


| defir'd he would give 'em leave to take off his 


Cloaths, and put him on a clean Shirt. But he 
would by no Means permit it, giving 'em to 
underſtand, That Modefty was as commendable 
a Vertue in a Knight as Valour; and therefore 
he deſir'd them to leave the Shirt with Sancho; 
and then retiring to an adjacent Chamber, where 
there was a rich Bed, he lock'd himſelf up with his 
Squire, pull'd of his Cloaths, thifted himſelf, and 
then while they were alone he bcgan to take him 
to Taſk, 

Now faid he, modern Buffoon and Jolter-head 
of old, what can'ſt thou ſay for thy ſelf? Where 
learned you to abuſe ſuch a Venerable Ancient 
Gentlewoman, one ſo worthy of Reſpect as Donna 
Redriguez ? Was that a proper time to think of 
your Dapple? Or can you think Perſons of Qua- 
lity, who nobly entertain the Maſters, forget to 
provide for their Beaſts ? For Heaven's ſake, San- 
che, mend thy Behaviour, and don't bctray thy 
home-ſpun Breeding, left thou be thought a Scan- 
dal to thy Maſter, Doſt not thou know, ſaucy 


Ruſtick, that the World often makes an Eſti- 


mate of the Maſter's . Diſcretion by that of his 
Servant, and that one of the moſt conſiderable 
Advantages the Great have over their Inferiors; 
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v to have Servants as good as themſelves ? Art thou 
not 1 
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not ſenſible, pitiful Fellow as thou art, the more un. 
happy I, that if they find thee a groſs Clown, cr a 
mad Buffoon, they will take me tor ſome Hedge 
Enight or paltry ſhifting Rook? Pr'ythee, thete- 
fore, dear Sancho, ſhun theſe Inconveniencies ; for 
he that aims too inuch at Jeſts and Drolling, is apt 
to trip and tumble, and is at laſt deſpis'd as an inſipid 
ridiculous Buftoon, "Then curb thy Tongue, think 
well, and ponder thy Words before they get loo; 
and take notice, we are come to a Place, whence 
by the Aſſiſtance of Heaven and the Force of this 

uiſſant Arm, we may depart better five to one in 
| Ee and Reputation. Sancho promis'd him to 
behave himſelf better for the future, and to ſew up 
his Mouth or bite out his Tongue, rather than ſpeak 
one Word which was not duly conſider'd, and to 
the purpoſe ; fo that his Maſter need not fear any 
one ſhou'd find out what they were. Don Quixote 
then dreſs'd himſelf, put on his Belt and Sword, 
threw his Scarlet Cloak over his Shoulders, and 
clapt on a Monteer Cap of Green Velvet, which 
had been left him by the Damſels, Thus accou- 
tred he enter'd the State-Room, where he found 
the Damſels rang'd in two Rows, attending with 
Water, and all Neeeſſaries to waſh him in State; 
and having done him that Office, with many hum- 
ble Curt'ſies, and ſolemn Ceremonies, immediately 
twelve Pages with the Gentleman-Sewer at the 
Head of em, came to conduct him to Supper, 
letting him know that the Duke and Dutcheſs ex- 

Qed him, Accordingly, they led *em in great 
8 ſome walking before and ſome behind, into 
another Room, where a Table was magnificently ſet 
out for four People. 

As ſoon as he approach'd, the Duke and the 
Dutcheſs came as far as the Door to receive him, 
and with them a grave Clergyman, one of 7 * 
: , 
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that aſſume to govern Great Men's Houſes, and 
who, not being nobly born themſelves, don't know 
how to inſtruct thoſe that are, but would have 
the Liberality of the Great meaſur'd by the Nar- 
rowneſs of their own Souls, making thoſe whom 
they govern Stingy, when they pretend to teach 
'em Frugality. One of theſe in all likelihood was 
this grave Eccleſiaſtick, who came with the Duk 
to receive Don Quixote. | 

After a thouſand courtly Compliments on all 
files, Don Quixote at laſt approach'd the Fable, 
between the Duke and the Dutcheſs, and here 
aroſe a freſh Conteſt; for the Knight, being offer'd 
the Upper End of the Table, thought himſelf 
oblig'd to decline it. However, he cou'd not with- 
ſtand the Duke's preſſing Importunities, but was 
forced at laſt to comply. The Parſon ſat right 
_ him, and the Duke and the Dutcheſs on each 
ide. | 

Sancho ſtood by all the while, gaping with won- 
der to ſee the Honour done his Maſter ; and ob- 
ſerving how many Ceremonies paſs'd, and what 
Intreaties the Duke us'd to prevail with him to 
ſit at the Upper End of the Table: With your 
Worſhip's good Leave, quoth he, I'll tell you what 
happen'd once in our Town, in reference to this ſtir 
and ado that you've had now about Places. The 
Words were ſcarce out of his Mouth, when Don 
Quixote began to tremble, as having reaſon to be- 
lieve he was going to throw up ſome impertinent 
thing or other. Sancho had his Eyes upon him, 
and preſently underſtanding. his. Motions ,. Sir, 
quoth he, don't fear; I won't be Unmannerly, I 
warrant. you. I'll oak pothingy but what ſhall 
be pat to the purpoſe : I han't ſo ſoon forgot the 
Leſſon you gave me about talking Senſe or Non- 
ſenſe, little or much, I don't know what thou: 
. ; | meant, 
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moan'ſt, ſaid Don Quixote; fay what thou wilt, 60 
thou do it quickly. Well, quoth Sancho, turning to the 
Duke, what Jam going to tell you is every tittle true. 
Should I trip never fo little in my Story, my 
Maſter is here to take me up, and give me the Lyc. 
Pr'ythee, ſaid Don Quixote, lie as much as thou wilt, 
for all Me; I won't be thy hindrance, But take 
heed however what thou ſay'ſt. Nay, nay, quoth San. 
cho, let me alone for that : I have heeded it and re- 
heeded it over and over, and that you ſhall fee—— 
I warrant you, Truly, my Lord, ſaid Don Quixote, 
it were convenient, that your Grace fhould order 
this Fellow to be turned out of the Room ; for he 
will plague you with a thouſand Impertinences. Oh! 
as for that you muſt excuſe us, ſaid the Dutcheſs, 
for by the Duke's Life “ I ſwear, Sancho muſt not 
ſtir a ſtep from me; Pl! engage for him, he ſhall ſay 
nothing, but what's very proper. Many and many 


proper Years, quoth Sancho may your Holineſs live, 


Madam Dutcheſs, for your good Opinion of me; 
though *tis more your Goodneſs than my Deſert, 
Now then for my Tale. 

Once upon a Time a Gentleman in our Town, 
of a good Eſtate, and Family, for he was of thc 
Blood of the Alamos of Medina del Campo, and mar- 
ried one Doma Mencia de Quinones, who was the 
Daughter of Don Alonzo: de Maranon, a Knight 
of the Order of St. Jago, the very ſame that was 
drown'd in the Herradura, about whom that Quar- 
rel happen'd formerly in our Town, in which 1 
heard fay, that my Maſter Don Quixote was em- 
broil'd; and little Tom, the Mad- cap, who was the 
Son of Old Balvaſtro the Farrier, happen'd to be 
ſorely hurt Is not all this true now, Maſter? 
e eee | EN Speak 


® 4 Cuſtom in Spain to Avrar by the Life of thoſe th) 
ive and bonour. | 
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Speak the 'I ruth and ſhame the Devil, that their 

orſhips Graces may know that I am neither a 

Prater nor a Liar. I hus far, ſaid the Clergyman, 

I think thou art the firſt rather than the latter; I 

can't tell what I ſhall make of thee by and by, 
| Thou produceſt ſo many Witneſſes, Sancho, ſaid 
Don Quixote, and mention'ſt ſo many Circumſtances, 
that I muſt needs own, I believe what thou ſay'ſt to 
be true. But go on, and ſhorten the Story; for as 
thou beginneſt, Pam afraid thou'lt not have done 
theſe two Days. Pray don't let him ſhorten it, ſaid 
the Dutcheſs : Let him go on his own way, tho? he 
were not to make an end theſe fix Days; I ſhall hear 
him with Pleaſure, and think the Time as pleaſant- 
ly employ'd as any I ever paſs'd in my Life — — I 
ſay then, my Maftezs, quoth Sancho, that this fame 
Gentleman I told you of at firſt, and I know him 
as well as I know my Right-Hand from my Left, 
for 'tis not a Bow-ſhot from my Houſe to his; 
this Gentleman invited a Huſbandman to Dine with 
him, who was a poor Man, but main Honeſt—— 
On, Friend, faid the Chaplain, at the rate you 
proceed you won't have made an end before you 
come to t'other World, I ſhall flop ſhort of half 
Way, quoth Sancho, and it be Heaven's bleſſed 
Will: A little more of your Chriſtian Patience, 
2% Doctor! Now this ſame Huſbandman, as I 
aid before coming to this ſame Gentleman's Houſe, 
who had given him the Invitation, Heaven reſt his 
Soul, poor Heait !. for he's now dead and gone; 
and more than that, they ſay, he dy'd the Death of 
an Angel, For my part, I was not by him when 
he dy*d ; for I was gone to Harveſt-Work, at that 
Fer Time, to a Place call'd Tejbligue. Prithee, ho- 
neſt Friend, ſaid the Clergyman, leave your Har- 
velt Work and come back quickly from 1 
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without ſtaying to bury the Gentleman, unleſs you've 
a Mind to occaſion more Funerals ; therefore pray 
make an end of your Story.—You muſt know then, 
quoth Sancho, that as they two were ready to li: 
down at Table,—TI mean, the Huſbandman and the 
Gentleman Methinks I fee tiem now before 
my Eyes plainer than ever I did in my born Days, 
The Duke and the Dutcheſs were infinitely pleas'd 
to find how Sancho ſpun out his Story, and how the 
Clergyman fretted at his Prolixity, and Don Q- 
ote ſpent himſelf with Anger and-Vexation, Well, 
quoth Sancho, to go on with my Story, when they 
were going to fit down, the Huſbandmon wou'd not 
ſit till the Gentleman had taken his place; but the 
Gentleman made him a Sign to put himſelf at the 
Upper-end, By no means, Sir, quoth the Huſband- 
man. Sit down, ſaid t'other. Good your Worſhip, 
quoth the Huſbandman Sit where I bid thee, 
faid the Gentleman: Still the other excus'd himſelf, 
and would not; and the Gentleman told him, he 
ſhould, as meaning to be Maſter in his own Houſe. 
But the over-mannerly Looby, fancying he ſhould 
be huge well-bred and civil in it, ſcrap'd and cring'd, 
and refus'd ; till at laſt the Gentleman, in a great 
Paſſion, e' en took him by the Shoulders and forc'd 
him into the Chair. Sit there, clod-pate, cry'd he, 
for let Me fit where-everl will, That ſtill will be the 
Upper-end, and the Place of Worſhip to thee. And 
now you have my Tale, and I think Tha' ſpoke no- 
thing but what's to the Purpoſe: - 

Don Purxote's Face was in a thouſand Colours 
that ſpeckl'd its natural Brown; ſo that the Duke 
and Dutcheſs were oblig'd to check their Mirth, 
when they perceiv'd Sancho's Roguery, that Don 
Quixote might not be put too much out of Coun- 
tenance. And therefore to turn the Diſcourſe, that 
Sancho might not run into other Fooleries, the 


Dutcheb 
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Dutcheſs aſk'd Don Quixote, what News he had of 
the Lady Dulcinea, and how long it was ſince he 
had ſent her any Giants or Robbers for a Preſent, 
not doubting but that he had lately ſubdu'd many 
ſuch? Alas! Madam, anſwer'd he, my Misfor- 
tunes have had a Beginning, but, I fear, will never 
have an End. I have vanquiſhed Giants, Elves, and 
Cut-throats, and ſent them to the Miſtreſs of my 


| Soul, but where ſhall they find her? She is Inchant- 


ed, Madam, and transform'd to the uglieſt Piece 
of Ruſticity that can be imagin'd, I don't know, 
Sir, quoth Sancho, when I ſaw her laſt ſhe ſcem'd 
to be the fineſt Creature in the Varſal World; thus 
far, at leaſt, I can ſafely vouch for her upon my own 


| Knowledge, that for Activity of Body, and Leap- 


ing, the beſt Tumbler of 'em all does not go be- 


yond her. Upon my honeſt Word, Madam Dutcheſs, 


ſhe'll Vault from the Ground upon her Aſs like a 
Cat. Have you ſeen her Inchanted, ſaid the Duke? 
Seen her, quoth Sancho? And who the Devil was 
the firſt that hit upon this Trick of her Inchant- 
ment, think you, but I ? She is as much Inchanted 


| as my Father, . 


The Churchman hearing 'em talk of Giants, 
Elves, and Inchantments, began to ſuſpect this was 
Don Quixote de la Mancha, whoſe Hiſtory the Duke 


ſo often us'd to read, tho' he had ſeveral times re- 


| prehended him for it; telling him, *twas a Folly to 


read ſuch Follies, Being confirm'd in his Suſpi- 
cion, he addreſs'd himſelf very angrily to the Duke. 
My Lord, ſaid he, your Grace will have a large 
Account to give one Day, for Soothing this poor 


Man's Follies. I ſuppoſe this ſame Don Quixote, or 
| Don Quite Sat, or whatever you are pleas'd to call 


him, cannot be quite ſo beſotted as you endeavour 
to make him, by giving him ſuch Opportunitics 
to run on in his fantaſtical Humours, Ihen direct- 


ing 
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- ing his Diſcourſe to Don Quixote, Hark ye, (aid 


he, Goodman Addlepate, who has put it into your 
Crown that you are a Knight Errant, that you van- 
quith Giants and Robbers? Go, go, get you Home 
again, look after your Children, if you have any, 
and what honeſt Buſineſs you have to do, and leave 
wandering about the World, building Caſtles in the 
Air, and making yourſelf a Laughing-ſtock to all 
that know you, or knew you not. Where have 
you found, in the Name of Miſchief, that there 
ever has been or are now any ſuch Things as Knights- 
Errant? Where will you meet with Giants in Spain, 
or Monſters in La Mancha © Where ſhall one find 
our inchanted Dulcinea's and all thoſe Legions of 
himſies and Chimera's that are talk'd of on your 
Account, but in your own empty Skull ? 

Don Quixote gave this reverend Perſon the hearing 
with great Patience. But at laſt, ſeeing him Si- 
lent, without minding his Reſpect to the Duke and 
Dutcheſs, up he ſtarted with Indignation and Fury 
in his Looks, and faid —— But his Anſwer deſerves 
a Chapter by itſelf, 
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Don Quixote*s Anſwer to his Reprover, with 
other grave and merry Accidents. 
| ON Quixote being thus ſuddenly got up, ſhak- 


ing from Head to Foot for Madneſs, as if he 
Quick-ſilverin his Bones, caſt an angry Look 


had 


on his. indiſcreet Cenſor, and with an cager Deli- 
very, ſputtering and ſtammering with Choler : This 
Place, cry*d he, the Preſence of theſe noble Perſons, 
and the Reſpect I have always had for your Function, 
check my juſt Refentment, and tie up my 2 
rom 


* 


„ E r eee Pg 


of the Renown'd Don Quixote. 283 


from taking the Satisfaction of a Gentleman. For 
theſe Reaſons, and ſince every one knows that you 
Gown-men, as well as Women, uſe no other Wea- 
pon but your Tongues, PI fairly engage you upon 
equal Terms, and combat you at your own Weapon. 
I ſhould rather have expected fober Admonitions 
from a Man of our Cloth, than infamous Re- 
proaches, Charitable and wholeſome Correction 
ought to be manag'd at another rate, and with more 
Moderation. The leaſt that can be ſaid of this Re- 
proof which you've given me here fo bitterly, and in 
Publick, is, that it has exceeded the Bounds of 
Chriſtian Correction, and a gentle one had been 
much more becoming. Is it fit, that without any 
Inſight into the Ockence which you reprove, you 
ſhould without any more ado, call the Offender, 
Fool, Sot, and Addle pate? Pray Sir, what fooliſn 


Action have you ſeen me do, that ſhould provoke 


ou to give me ſuch ill Language, and bid me fo 
Magiſterially £9 Home to look after iny Wife and 


Children, beſore you know whether I have any? 


Don't you think thoſe deſerve as ſevere a Cenſure, 
who ſcrew themſelyes into other Men's Houſes, = 
pictend to Rule the Maſter? A fine World? 

truly, when a povr Pedant, who has ſeen no more 
of it than lies within twenty or thirty Leagues about 
him, fhall take upon him to preſcribe Laws to 
Knight. Errantry and judge of thoſe who profeſs it! 


You, forſooth, eſteem it an idle Undertaking, and 


Time loſt to wander through the, World, though 
ſcorning its Pleaſures, and ſharing the Hardſhips 


and Toils of it, by which the Vertuous aſpire to the 
high. Seat of nmortality. If Perſons of Honour, 


Knights, Lords, Gentlemen, or Men of any Birth, 


ſhould take me for a Fool or a Coxcomb, 1 ſhould 
think it an irreparable Aﬀront. But for mere 
__ that never trod the Paths of Chivalry, to. 

think. 
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think me mad, I deſpiſe and laugh it at. Iam a 
Knight, and a Knight will I die, if fo it pleaſe Om- 
nipotence, Some chuſe the high Road of haughty 
Ambition; others the low Ways of baſe ſervile 
Flattery; a Third ſort take the crooked Path of 
deceitful Hypocriſy ; and a few, very few, that of 
true Religion, I for my own Part, guided by my 
Stars, follow the narrow Track of Knight-Errantry; 
and for the Exerciſe of it, I deſpiſe Riches, but not 
Honour. I have redreſs'd Grievances, and righted 
the Injur'd, chaſtis'd the Inſolent, vanquiſh'd Gi- 
ants, and trod Elves and Hobgoblins under my Feet ! 
I am in Love, but no more than the Profeſſion of 
Enight-Errantry obliges me to be; yet I am none 
of this Age's vicious Lovers, but a chaſte Platonick, 
My Iatentions are all directed to vertuous Ends, and 
to do no Man Wrong, but Good to all the World, 
And now let your Graces judge, moſt excellent 
Duke and Dutcheſs, whether a Perſon who makes 
it his only Study to practiſe all this, deſerves to be 
upbraided for a Fool. 

Well faid, Pfaith ! quoth Sancho; ſay no more 
for yourſelf, my good Lord and Maſter, ſtop when 
you're well ; for there's not the leaſt matter to be 
added more on your fide, either in Word, Thought, 
or Deed. Beſides, ſince Mr. Parfon has had the 
Face to ſay point-blank, as one may ſay, that there 
neither are, nor ever were any Knights-Errant in 
the World, no mar'l he does not know what he ſays. 
What! faid the Clergyman, I warrant, You are that 
Sancho Panga, to whom they ſay your Maſter has 
promis'd an Iſland? Ay, marry am I, anſwer'd 
Sancho; and I am he that deſerves it as well as ano- 
ther Body; and I am one of thoſe of whom they ſay, 
Keep with good Men and thou ſhalt be one of them; 
and of thoſe of whom *tis ſaid again, Not with whom 
thou wert bred, but with wham thou haſt fed; as allo 


lean 


of the Renown'd Don Quixote. 285 


lan againſt a gecd Tree, and it will ſhelter thee, I 
have lean'd and {tuck cloſe to my good Maſter, and 
kept him Company this many a Month; and now 
He and I are all one; and I muſt be as He is, an't be 
| Heaven's bleſſed Will; and ſo He live and I live, He 
| will not want Kingdoms to Rule, nor ſhall I want 
Iſlands to Govern. 

| That thou ſhalt not, honeſt Sancho, ſaid the Duke; 
| for I, on the great Don Lurxote's Account, will now 
give thee the Government of an odd one of my own 

of no ſmall Conſequence, Down, down on th 
Knees, Sancho, cry'd Don Quixote, and kiſs his 
Grace's Feet for this Favour. Sancho did accord- 
ingly : But when the Clergyman ſaw it, he got up 
in a great Heat. By the Habit which I wear, cry'd 

he, 1 can ſcarce forbear elliog your Grace, that 

you are as mad as theſe Sinful Wretches. Well may 
they be mad, when ſuch Wiſe Men as you humour and 
authorize their Frenzy; you may keep 'em here and 
| ſtay with 'em yourſelf, if your Grace pleaſes ; but 
for my part I'll leave you and go home, to ſave 
Yer the labour of reprehending what I can't mend. 
With that, leaving the reſt of his Dinner behind 
| him, away he flung; the Duke and the Dutcheſs 
: not being able to pacify him: Though indeed the 
Duke could not ſay much to him, for Laughing at 
5 his impertinent Paſſion, When he had done Laugh- 
Jing, Sir Knight of the Lions, faid he, you have an- 
| iwer'd ſo well for yourſelf and your Profeſſion, that 
you need no farther Satisfaction of the angry Clergy- 
man; eſpecially if you conſider, that whatever he 
might fay, it was not in his Power to fix an Affront 
on a Perſon of your Character, ſince Women and 
| Churchmen cannot give an Aﬀront. _ Very true, 
my Lord, ſaid Don Quixote; and the Reaſon is, 
becauſe he that cannot receive an Affront, conſe- 
quently can give none. Women, Children and 
IIB | | Church- 
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Churchmen, as they cannot vindicate themſelves 
when they are injur'd, fo neither are they capable of 
receiving an Aftront. For there is this difference 
betwixt an Afront and Injury, as your Grace very 
well knows; an Afront muſt come from a Perſon 
that is both able to give it, and maintain it when he 
has given it. An Injury may be done by any fort af 
People whatſoever. For Example, a Man walkin! 
in the Street about his Buſineſs is ſet upon by Ten 
arm'd Men, who cudgel him; he draws his Sword 
to revenge the Injury, but the Aſailants over- 
powering him, he cannot have the Satisfaction he 
deſir'd. This Man is injur'd, but not affronted, 
But to confirm it by another Inſtance; Suppoſe a 
Man comes behind another's Back, hits him a Box 
o'the Ear, and then runs away, the other follows 
him, but can't overtake him. He that has reccived 
the Blow has received an Injury, *tis true, but not 
an Affront; becauſe to make it an Aﬀront, it ſhould 
have been juſtify*'d, But if he that gave it, though 
he did it baſely, ſtands his Ground, and faces his 
Adverſary, then he that receiv'd is both Injur'd and 
Affronted: Injur'd, becauſe he was ſtruck in a cow- 
ardly manner; Afﬀronted, becauſe he that {truck 
him ſtood his Ground to maintain what he had done, 
Therefore according to the ſettled Laws of Duelling, 
I may be Injured but am not Aﬀronted, Children 
can have no Reſentment, and Women can't Fly, nor 
are they oblig'd to ſtand it out, and 'tis the fame thing 
with the Clergy, for they carry no. Arms either 
Offenſive or Defenſive. Therefore though they 
are naturally bound by the Laws of Self-preſervation 


to defend themſelves, yet are they not oblig'd to 


offend others. Upon ſecond Thoughts then, though 


J ſaid juſt now, I was Injur'd ; I think now, I am 


not; for he that can receive no Affront, can give 

none. Therefore I ought not to have any Reſent- 
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ment for what that good Man ſaid, neither indeed 
have I any. Lonly with he would have ſtaid a little 
longer, that I might have convinc'd him of his 
Error, in b-lieving there were never any Knights— 
Errant in the World, Had Amadis or any one of 
his innumerable Race, but heard him ſay any thing 
like this, I can aſſure his Reverence, it would have 
gone hard with him. I'll be ſworn it would, quoth 
Sancho; they would have undone him, as you would 
undo an Oyſter ; and have cleft him from Head to 
Foot, as one would ſlice a Pomegranate, or a ripe 
Muſkmelion ; take my word for't. They were a 
Parcel of tough Blades, and would not have ſwal- 
low'd ſuch a Pill. By the Mackins I verily believe, 
| had Rinalds of Montalban but heard the poor Toad 
talk at this rate, he would have laid him on ſuch a 
| Poult over the Chaps with his Shoulder ©' Mutton 
| Fiſt, as would have ſecur'd him from prating theſe 
three Years. Ay, ay, if he had fallen into their 
Clutches, ſee how he would have got out again! 
The Dutcheſs was ready to die with laughing at 
Sancho, whom ſhe thought a more pleaſant Fool, 


and a greater Mad-man than his Maſter z and ſhe 


was not the only Perſon at that time of this Opinion, 
In ſhort, Don Quixote being pacify'd, they made an 
end of Dinner, and then while ſome of the Ser- 
vants were taking away, there came in four Dam- 
ſels, one carrying a Silver Baſon, another an Ewer 
of the ſame Metal; a third two very fine "Towels 
over her Arm, and the fourth with her Sleeves 
tuck'd above her Elbows, held in her Lilly-white 


Hand (for exceeding white it was) a large Waſh-ball 


| of Naples-Soap. Preſently ſhe that held the Baſon, 
went very civilly, and clapped it under Don Quix- 
ote's Chin, while he, wondring at this extraordinary 


Ceremony, yet fancying it was the Cuſtom of the 


Country to waſh the Face inſtead of the Hands, 
thruſt 
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thruſt out his long Chin, without ſpeaking a Word; 
and then the Ewer began to rain on his ; book and 
the Damſel that brought the Waſh- ball fell to Work, 
and - belather'd his Beard ſo effectually, that the 
Suds, like huge Flakes of Snow, flew all over the 
paſſive Knight's Face; inſomuch, that he was forc'd 
to ſhut his Eyes. | 

The Duke and Dutcheſs, who knew nothing 
of the matter, ſtood expecting where this extraor- 
dinary Scouring would end. The Female Barber, 
having thus laid the Kr*ght's Face a ſoaking a hand- 
ful high in Suds, pretended ſhe wanted Water, and 
ſent another with the Ewer for more, telling her the 
Gentleman would ſtay for it. She went and leſt 
him in one of the moſt odd ridiculous Figures that 
can be imagined. There he ſat expos'd to all the 
Company, with half a yard of Neck ſtretch'd out, 
his briſtly Beard and Chaps all in a white Foam, 
which did not at all mend his, Walnut Complexion, 
inſomuch that *tis not a little ſtrange how thoſe that 
had ſo comical a Spectacle before em could forbear 
laughing out-right. 'The Malicious Damſels, who 
had a Hand in the Plot, did not dare to look up, 
nor let their Eyes meet thoſe of their Maſter or 
Miſtreſs, who ſtood ſtrangely divided between Anger 
and Mirth, not knowing what to do in the Caſe, 
whether they ſhould puniſh the Girls for their Bold- 
neſs, or reward *em for the Diverſion they took in 
ſeeing the Knight in that Poſture, 

At laſt the Maid came back with the Water, and 
the other having rins'd off the Soap, ſhe that held 
the Linen, gently wip'd and dry'd the Knight's 
Beard and Face; after which all four dropping a low 
Curt'ſy, were going out of the Room. But the 
Duke, that Don Quixote might not ſmell the Jeſt, 
call'd to the Damſel that carried the Baſon, and or- 
der*d her to come and waſh Him too, but be bo 
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ſhe had Water enough. The Wench being ſharp 
and cunning, came and put the Baſon under the 
Duke's Chin, as ſhe had done to Don Quixote, but 
with a quicker Diſpatch; and then having dry'd him 
clean, they all made their Honours, and went off, 
It was well they underſtood their Maſter's meaning, 
in ſerving him as they did the Knight; for as it was 
afterwards known, had they not done it, the Duke 
was reſoly'd to have made em pay dear for their 
Frolick. 
Sancho took great Notice of all the Ceremonies 
at this Waſhing, S'Life ! quoth he, I'd fain know 
whether *tis not the Cuſtom of this Country to 
ſcrub the Squire's Beard, as well as the Knight's. 
For o' my Sa ee mine wants it not a little. 
Nay, if they would run it over with a Razor too, 
ſo much the better. What art thou talking to thy 
ſelf Sancho, ſaid the Dutcheſs? Why an't like 
your Grace's Worſhip, quoth Sancho, I'm only ſay- 
ing, that Pve been told how in other great Houſes, 
when the Cloth is taken away, they uſe to give 
Folks Water to waſh their Hands, and not Suds to 
ſcour their Beards, I ſee now *tis good to Live and 
Learn. There's a Saying indeed, He that lives 
long, ſuffers much, But I have a huge Fancy, that 
to ſuffer one of theſe ſame Scourings is rather a 
Pleaſure than a Pain. Well, Sancho, ſaid the 


Dutcheſs, trouble thy ſelf no farther, I'll ſee that 


one of my Maids ſhall waſh thee, and if there be 


loccaſion, lay thee a Bucking too. My Beard is 


all I want to have ſcrubb'd at preſent, quoth 


Sancho As for the reſt we'll think on it another 


time, Here, Steward, ſaid the Dutcheſs, ſee that 
vancho has what he has a mind to, and be ſure do 
juſt as he would have you. The Steward told her 
Grace, that Signior Sancho ſhou'd want for nothing; 
and fo he took Sancho along with him to Dinner. 

Vor, III. N Mean 
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Mean while Don Quixote ſtay'd with the Duke ze 
and Dutcheſs, talking of ſeveral Matters, but 1 ;» 
relating to Arms and Knight-Errantry. The WM me 
Dutcheſs then took an Opportunity. to defire the ine 
Knight to give a particular Deſcription of the 855 
Lady Dulcinea del Toboſo's Beauty and Accompliſh. MW be 
ments, not doubting but his good Memory would bet 
enable him to do it well; adding witha!, at ac- WM te 
cording to the Voice of Fame, ſhe muſt needs be the ¶ the 
fineſt Creature in the whole World, and conſequent. MW n 
ly in all Za Mancha, Ire 

With that, Don Quixote, fetching a deep Sigb, and 
Madam, ſaid he, cou'd I rip out my Heart, and «©x- MW aq 
poſe it to your Grace's View in a Diſh on this Te 
ble, I might fave my Tongue the Labour of at- fro; 
tempting that which it cannot expreſs, and you cu to! 
ſcarce believe; for there your Grace would ſee her Ref 
Beauty depainted to the Life. But why ſhould itte! 
undertake to delineate, and copy one by one ca: Dar 
ſeveral Perfection of the Pecrleſs Drulcinea ! T. Dy 
Burden muſt be ſuſtain'd by ſtronger Shoulders than 
mine: That Taſk were worthy: of the Pencils d 


Parrhaſius, Timantes, and Apelles, or the Graving-: hag 
tools of Ly/ippus. The Hands of the beſt Painten Orn 
and Statuaries ſhou'd indeed be employ'd to give hits! 
Speaking Paint, in Marble and Corinthian Brals Hon 
an exact Copy of her Beauties; while Ciceronaſ but 


and Demoſthenian Eloquence labour'd to reach tee 
Praiſe of her Endowments. Pray, Sir, aſk'd ti: 
Dutcheſs, what do you mean by that Word D. 
meſßtbeniau? Demoſthenian Eloquence, Madam, fail 
Don Quixote, is as much as to ſay, the Eloquend 
of Demoſthenes, and the Ciceronian that of Clic 
the two greateſt Orators that ever were in the Worls 
*Tis true, ſaid the Duke; and you but ſhew'd you! 
Ignorance, my Dear, in aſking ſuch a Queſtion, 


Yet the Noble Don Quixote would highly oblige U5 


| 


of the Renown'd Don Quixote. 291 
if he would but be pleas'd to attempt her Picture 
now; for even in a rude Draught of her Linea- 
ments, I queſtion not but ſhe will appear ſo Charm- 
ing, as to deſerve the Envy of the Brighteſt of her 
Sex, Ah! my Lord, ſaid Don Quixote, it would 

be ſo indeed, if the Misfortune which not long ſince 
befel her, liad not in a Manner raz'd the Idea out of 

| the Seat of my Memory; and as it is, I ought ra- 
ther to bewail her Change, than deſcribe her Per- 
fon : For your Grace muſt know that as I lately 
| went to Kiſs her Hands, and obtain her Benediction 
„and Leave for my intended Abſence in queſt of new 
Adventures, I found her quite another Creature than 
expected. I found her Inchanted, Transform'd 
from a Princeſs to a Country-Wench, from Beauty 
nW to Uglineſs, from Courtlineſs to Ruſticity, from a 
Reſerv'd Lady to a Jumping Joan, from Sweetneſs 
itſelf to the Stench of a Pole-cat, from Light to 
18 Darkneſs, from an Angel to a Devil; in ſhort, from 
Dulcinea del Toboſo, to a Peaſanteſs of Sayago *., 
Bleſs us ! cry'd the Duke with a loud Voice, What 
Villain has done the World ſuch an Injury? Who 
las robb'd it not only of the Beauty that was its 
Ornament, but of thoſe charming Graces that were 
its Delight, and that Virtue which was its Living 
Honour? Who ſhould it be, reply'd Don Quixote, 
but one of thoſe damn'd Inchanters, one of thoſe 


N 2 numerous 


Villanos de Sayago are properly Peaſants of Galicia, 
which art accounted the moſt uncouth in all Spain, whence 
ce , rude People come to be compar'd with them. Here 
n Stevens miſtakes ; for Sayago is a Tery ory about Zamora, 
Abe Kingdom of Leon (not Galicia) as he himſelf ſays in 
ou bis Dictionary: the ſame ſays Sobrino in his Did ionam too. 
The poor Country-People abaut Zamora are call'd Sayngos 
rem Sayal, a coarſe Sackecloth, their uſual Clathing, 


Pence any pror People, eſpecially Mountaineers, are call d 
ayagos, 
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numerous Envious Fiends, that without Ceſſation 
erſecute me? That wicked Brood of Hell, ſpawn'd 
into the World to Eclipſe the Glory of Good and 
Valiant Men, and Blemiſh their Exploits while 
they labour to Exalt and Magnify the Actions of the 
Wicked. Theſe Curſed Magicians have Perſecuted 
me, and Perſecute me now, and will continue till 
they have ſunk me and my lofty Deeds of Chivalry 
into the Profound Abyſs of Oblivion, Yes, yes, 
they chuſe to Wound me in that Part which they 
well know is moſt ſenſible: Well knowing, that to 
deprive a Knight-Errant of his Lady, is to rob him 
of thoſe Eyes with which he ſees, of the Sun that 
enlightens him, and the Food that ſuſtains him. For 
as I have often ſaid, a Knight-Errant without a 
Lady, is like a Tree without Leaves, a Building 
without Mortar, or a Shadow without a Body that 
Cauſes it. | | 
I grant all this, ſaid the Dutcheſs ; yet if we may 
believe the Hiſtory of your Life, which was latcly 
Publiſh'd with Univerſal Applauſe, it ſeems to imply, 
to the beſt of my Remembrance, that you never 
ſaw the Lady Dulcinea, and that there is no ſuch 
Lady in the World ; but rather that ſhe is a meer 
Notional Creature, engender'd and brought forth by 
the Strength and Heat of your Fancy, and there 
Endow'd with all the Charms and good Qualifica- 
tions, which you are pleas'd to aſcribe to her, 
Much may be ſaid upon this Point, ſaid Don 
Quixote; Heaven knows whether there be a Du: 
cinea in the World or not, and whether fhe be a 
Notional Creature or not. Theſe are Myſteries not 
to be ſo narrowly enquir'd into, Neither havel 
Engender'd, or Begot that Lady. I do indeed make 
her the Object of my Contemplatlons, and, as | 
ought, look on her as a Lady endow'd with all thok 


Qualifications that may raiſe the Character of a = 
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fon to Univerſal Fame. She is to me beautiful with- 
out Blemiſh, reſerv'd without Pride, amorous with 
Modeſty, agreeable for her Courteous Temper, and 
courteous, as an Effect of her generous Education, 
and, in ſhort, of an illuſtrious Parentage, For Beau» 
ty diſplays its Luſtre to a higher Degree of Perfec- 
tion when join'd with Noble Blood, than it can in 
thoſe that are meanly Deſcended. 

The Obſervation is juſt, ſaid the Duke ; but give 
me leave, Sir, to propoſe to you a Doubt, which 
the Reading of that Hiſtory hath ſtarted in my Mind: 
'Tis, that allowing there be a Dulcinea at Toboſo, of 
elſewhere, and as Beautiful as you deſcribe her, vet 
I do not find ſhe can any way equal in Greatneſs of 
Birth the Oriana's *, the Alaſtrajarea's, the Madaſi- 
ma's, and a thouſand others of whom we read in 
thoſe Hiſtories, with which you have been ſo Con- 
verſant, To this, ſaid Don Quixote, I Anſwer, 
that Dulcinea is the Daughter of her own Actions, 
and that Virtue enobles the Blood. A Virtuous 
Man of mean Condition, is more to be eſteem'd than 
a Vicious Perſon of Quality, Beſides, Dulcinea is 
poſleſs'd of thoſe other Endowments that may entitle 
her to Crowns and Scepters, ſince Beauty alone has 
rais'd many of her Sex to a Throne. Where 


Merit has no Limits, Hope may well have no 


Bounds ; and to be Fair and Virtuous is ſo Exten— 
hive an Advantage, that it gives, tho“ not a F,-mal, 
at leaſt a Virtual Claim to larger Fortunes. I malt 
own, Sir, ſaid the Dutcheſs, chat in all your Diſ- 
courſe, you, as we ſay, proce24i with the Plummet 
of Reaſon, and Fathom all the Depths of Contro- 
verſy. Therefore, 1 ſubmit, and iro:m this time I 
am reſolv'd to believe, and will make all my Do- 
meſticks, nay, my. Huſband too, if the:e be Occa- 

1 0.14 lion, 
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fion, believe and maintain, that there is a Dulcine; 


ael Toboſo extant, and living at this Day ; that the | 


is Beautiful and of good Extraction; and to ſum 
up all in a Word, altogether deſerving the Services 
of ſo great a Knight as the Noble Don Quixote; 
which I think is the higheſt Commendation I can 
beſtow on her. But yet I muſt confeſs, there is ſtill 
one Scruple that makes me uneaſy, and cauſes me to 
have an ill Opinion of Sancho. Tis that the Hil. 
tory tells us, that when Sancho Pangà carried your 
Letter to the Lady Dulcinea, he found her Win- 
nowing a Sack of Corn, by the ſame Token that it 
was the worſt ſort of Wheat, which makes me much 

doubt her Quality. | | 
Your Grace muſt know, anſwer'd Don Quixote, 
that almoſt every thing that relates to Me, is manag'd 
quite contrary to what the Affairs of other E nights- 
Errant us'd to be, Whether it be the unſathomable 
Will of Deſtiny, or the Implacable Malice of ſom? 
envious Inchanter orders it fo, or no, I can't well 
tell. For *tis beyond all doubt, that moſt of us 
Knights-Errant ftill have had ſomething peculiar in 
our Fates, One has had the Privilege to be above 
the Power of Inchantments, another Invulnerable, 
as the famous Orlando, one of the twelve Peers of 
France, whoſe Fleſh, they tell us, was impenetra- 
ble every where but in the Sole of his left Foot, 
and even there too he cou'd be Wounded with no 
other Weapon than the Point of a great Pin; fo that 
when Bernardo del Carpio deprived him of Lite at 
Roncefvalles, finding he cou'd not Wound him with 
his Sword, he lifted him from the Ground, and 
ſqueez'd him to Death in his Arms; remembring 
how Hercules kill'd Antæus, that cruel Giant, who was 
ſaid to be the Son of the Earth. Hence I infer, that 
probably I may be ſecur'd in the ſame manner, under 
the Protection of ſome particular Advantage, tho 
"tis 
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tis not that of being Invulnerable ; for I have often 
found by Experience, that my Fleth is tender, and 
not impenetrable. Nor does any private Prerogative 
free me from the Power of the Inchantment ; for I 
have found myſelf clapp'd into a Cage, where all the 
World cou'd not have Lock'd me up, but the Force 
of Necromantick Incantations. But ſince I got free 
again, I believe that even the Force of Magick will 
never be able to confine me thus another time. So that 
theſe Magicians finding they cannot work their wicked 
Ends directly on me, revenge themſelves on what I 
moſt eſteem, and endeavour to take away my Life by 
perſecuting that of Dulcinea, in whom, and for whom 
I live. And therefore I believe, when my Squire de- 
liver'd my Embaſſy to her, they T'ransform'd her into 
a Country-Dowdy, poorly buſied in the low and baſe 
Employment of Winnowing Wheat. But I do aver, 
that it was neither Rye, nor Wheat, but Oriental 
Pearl: and to prove this, I muſt acquaint your 
Graces, that paſſing t'other Day by 700%, I could 
not ſo much as find Dulcinea's Palace; whereas my 
Squire went the next Day, and ſaw her in all her na- 
tive Charms, the moſt beautiful Creature in the 
World ! yet when I met her preſently aſter, ſhe ap- 
pear'd to me in the Shape of an Ugly, Coarſe, 
Country-Mawkin, Booriſh, and Ill-bred, though ſhe 
really is Diſcretion itſelf, And therefore, becauſe I 


myſelf cannot be Inchanted, the unfortunate Lady 


muſt be thus Inchanted, Miſus'd, Disfigur'd, Chopp'd 
and Chang d. Thus my Enemies wreaking their 
Malice on Her, have reveng'd themſelves on Me, 
which makes me abandon my ſelf to Sorrow, till the 
be reſtor d to her former Perfections. 

I have been the more large in this Particular, that 
no Body might inſiſt on what Sancho ſaid, of her ſift- 


.ing of Corn : For if ſhe appear'd chang'd to Me, 


what Wonder is it if ſhe ſeem'd fo to Him. In 
N 4 ſhort, 
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ſhort, Dulcinea is both Illuſtrious and welyy born, being 
deſcended of the moſt ancient and beſt Families in 
Toboſo, of whoſe Blood I am poſitive ſhe has no 
ſmall Share in her Veins; and now that Town will 
be no leſs famous in After-Ages for being the Place 
of her Nativity, than Trey for Helen, or Spain for“ 
Cava, though on a more honourable Account. 

As for Sancho Panga's part, I aſſure your Grace 


be is one of the molt pleaſant Squires that ever waited 


on a Knight-Errant. Sometimes he comes out with 
ſuch ſharp Simplicities, that one is pleaſantly puzz1'd 
to judge, whether he be more Knave or Fool. The 
Varlet, indeed, is full of Roguery enough to be 
thought a Knave ; but then he has yet more Igno- 
rance, and may better be thought a Fool. He 
doubts of every thing, yet believes every thing ; and 


when one would think he had entangl'd himſelf in a 


ha of downright Folly beyond Recovery, he 
rings himſelf off of a ſudden ſo cleverly, that he is 
applauded to the Skies, In ſhort, I would not 
change him for the beſt Squire that wears a Head, 
tho' I might have a City to boot, and therefore ! 
don't know whether I had beſt let him go to the 
Government which your Grace has been pleas'd to 
promiſe him. Though, I muſt confeſs, his Talent 
ſeems to lie pretty much that way: For, give never 
ſo little a whet to his Underſtanding, he will ma- 
nage his Government as well as the King does his 
Cuſtoms. Then Experience convinces us, that 
neither Learning nor any other Abilities, are very 
material to a Governor. Have we not a Hundred 


of 


* The Nick-name of Count Julian's Daughter, avho haw- 
ing been Rawviſh'd by King Rodrigo, accaſton'd the bringing 
in of the Moors into Spain. Her true Name was Florinda, 
but as ſhe was the occaſion of Spain's being betray'd to the 
Moors, the Name is left off among the Women and com- 
monly gi ven to Bitches. habit 
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of them that can ſcarce read a Letter, and yet they 

overn as ſharp as ſo many Hawks, Their main 
Pulinek is only to mean well, and to be reſolv'd to 
do their beſt; for they can't want able Counſellors 
to Inſtruct them, Thus thoſe Governors who are 
Men of the Sword, and no Scholars, have their Aſ- 
ſeſſors on the Bench to direct them. My Counſel 
to Sancho ſhall be, that he neither take Bribes, nor 
loſe his Privileges, with ſome other little Inſtruc- 
tions, which I have in my Head for him, and which 
at a proper time I will communicate, both for his 
private Advantage, and the publick Good of the 
Iſland he is to Govern, 

So far had the Duke, the Dutcheſs, and Don 
Quixote been diſcourſing together, when they heard 
a great Noiſe in the Houſe, and by and by Sancho 
came running in unexpectedly into the Room where 
they ſate, in a terrible Fright, with a Diſh-clout 
before him inſtead of a Bib. The Scullions, and 
other greaſy Rabble of the Kitchen were aſter him, 
one of them purſuing him with a little Kneading- 
Trough full of Diſh-water, which he endeavour'd 
by any Means to put under his Chin, while another 
ſtood ready to have waſh'd the poor Squire with it, 
How now, Fellow, ſaid the Dutcheſs! What's the 
Matter here? What would you do with this good 
Man? Don't you conſider he's a Governor Elect? 
Madam, quoth the Barber-Scullion, the Gentleman 
won't let us waſh him according to Cuſtom, as my 
Lord Duke and his Maſter were. Yes marry. but 1 
will, quoth Sancho, in a mighty Huff, but then it 
ſhall be with cleaner Sudds, cleaner Powels, and 
not quite ſo ſlovenly Paws ; for there's no ſuch Dit- 


ference between my Maſter and me neither, that he 


muſt be waſh'd with Angel-I/ater, and I with the 
Devil's Lye : So far the Cuſtoms of great Men's 


Houſes are good as they give no Offence, But this 


N 5 ſame 
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ſame Beaſtly waſhing in a Puddle, is worſe Penance 
than a Friar's Flogging. My Beard is clean enough, 
and wants no ſuch refreſhing. Stand clear, you had 
beſt ; for the firſt that comes to waſh me, or touch 
a Hair of my Head (my Beard I would ſay) Sir 
Reverence of the Company, I'Il take him ſuch a 
Dowſe o' the Ear, he ſhall feel it a Twelve- month 
after: For theſe kind of Ceremonies and Soapings, 
dye ſee, look more like Flouts and Jeers, than like 
a civil Welcome to Strangers! The Dutcheſs was 
like to have burſt her Sides with Laughing, to ſez 
Sancho's Fury, and. hear how he argu'd tor himſelf, 
But Don Quixote did not very well like to fee him 
with ſuch a naſty Difh-clout about his Neck, and 
made the Sport of the Kitchen-Penſioners. There- 
fore after he had made a deep Bow to the Duke, as 
it were deſiring leave to ſpeak, looking on the Scul- 
lions : Hark ye, Gentlemen, cry'd he, very grave- 
ly, Pray let the Young Man alone, and get you 
gone as you came, if you think fit. My Squire is 
as cleanly as another Man; that 'Frough won't 
do; you had better have brought him a Dram-Cup. 
Away; be advis'd by me, and leave him: For nei- 
ther he nor I can abide ſuch flovenly Jeſtings. No, 
no, quoth Sancho, taking the Words out of his 
Maſter's Mouth, let them ſtay, and go on with their 
Show. III pay my Barbers, Fll warrant ye. They 
had as good take a Lion by the Beard as meddle with 
mine. Let em bring a Comb hither, or what they 


will, and Carry-comb it, and if they find any thing 


there that ſhould not be there, I'll give *em leave to 
cut and mince me as ſmall as a Horſe. Sancho is in 
the right, ſaid the Dutcheſs, till Laughing, and 
will be in the right, in all he ſays; he is as clean 
and neat as can be, and needs none of your ſcour- 
ing, and if he does not like our way of Waſhing, 


let him-do as he pleaſes, Beſides, you who pretend 
| to 
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to make others clean, have ſhewn yourſelves now 
very Careleſs and Idle, I don't know whether I 
mayn't ſay Impudent too, to offer to bring your 
Kneading-Trough and your Dith-Clouts to ſuch a 
Perſon, and ſuch a Beard, inſtead of a golden Baſon 
and Ewer, and fine Diaper- Towels, But you are 
a Pack of unmannerly Varlets, and like faucy Raſ- 
cals as you are, can't help ſhewing your Spight to 
the Squires of Knights-Errant. 

The greaſy Regiment, and even the Steward, 
who was with them, thought verily the Dutcheſs 
had been in earneſt, So they took the Cloth from 
Sancho's Neck, and ſneaked off quite out of Coun— 
tenance. Sancho ſeeing himſelf delivered from his 
Apprehenſion of this Danger, ran and threw himſelf 
on his Knees before the Dutcheſs. Heaven bleſs 
your Worſhip's Grace, quoth he, Madam Dutcheſs, 
Great Perſons are able to do great Kindneflzs, For 
my Part, I don't know how to make your Wor— 
ſhip amends for this you've done me now. I can 
only with I might ſee myſelf an arm'd' Knight-Er- 
rant for your ſake, that I might ſpend all the Days 
of my Life in the Service of ſo high a Lady. I am a 
poor Country-Man, my Name is Sancho Panca, 
Children I have, and ſerve as a Squire. If in any 
of theſe Matters, I can do you any good, you need 
but ſpeak ; I'll be nimbler in doing than your Wor- 
{hip ſhall be in ordering. Lis evident Sancho, faid 
the Nutcheſs, that you have learn'd Civility in the 
School of Courteſy itſelf, and have been bred up un- 
der the Wings of Don Quixote, who is the very 
Cream of Compliment, and the Flower of Cere- 
monies. All Happineſs attend ſuch a Knight and 
ſuch a Squire; the one the North Star of Chivalry- 
Errant, the other the bright Luminary of Squire- 
like Fidelity, Riſe, my Friend Sancho, and aſſure 
yourſelf, that for the Recompence of your Civilities, 


; 
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I will perſuade my Lord Duke to put you in Poſleſ. 
ſion of the Government he promis'd you, as ſoon as 
he can. After this, Don Quixote went to take his 
Afternoon's Sleep. But the Dutcheſs deſir'd Sancho, 
if he were not very ſleepy, he would paſs the Af- 
ternoon with her and her Woman in a cool Room, 
Sancho told her Grace, that indeed he did uſe to 
take a good ſound Nap, ſome four or five Hours long 
in a Summer's Afternoon; but to do her good Ho- 
nour a Kindneſs, he would break an old Cuſtom 
for once, and do his beſt to hold up that Day, and 
wait on her Worſhip. The Duke on his Side gave 
freſh Orders, that Don Quixote ſhould be entertain'd 
exactly like a Knight-Errant, without deviating 
the leaſt ſtep from the Road of Chivalry, ſuch as is 
obſervable in Books of that kind, 


CHAP. XXIII. 


The ſavoury Conference which the Dutcheſs 
and her Women held with Sancho Panza, 
worth your Reading and Obſervation. 


HE Story afterwards informs us, that Sancho 

ſlept not a Wink all that Afternoon, but 
waited on the Dutcheſs as he had promiſed. Being 
mightily taken with his comical Diſcourſe, ſhe or- 
der d him to take a low Chair and fit by her; but 
Sancho, who knew better things, abſolutely declin'd 
itz till ſhe preſs'd him again to ſit as he was a Go- 
vernor, and ſpeak as he was a Squire; in both which 
Capacities he deſerv'd the very Seat of Cid Ruy Diaz, 
the famous Champion. Sancho ſhrugg'd up his 
Shoulders and obey'd, and all the Dutcheſs's Wo- 
men ſtanding round about her to give her ſilent At- 


tention, ſhe began the Conference, 


Now 
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Now that we are private, ſaid ſhe, and no Body 
to over-hear us, I would defire you, my Lord 
Governor, to refolve me of ſome Douhts in the 
printed Hiſtory of the great Don Quixote, which 
puzzle me very much. Firſt, I find that the good 
Sancho had never ſeen Dulcinea, the Lady Dulcinea 
del Toboſo, I ſhould have ſaid, nor carried her his 
Maſter's Letter, as having left the Table- Book be- 
hind him in Sierra Morena; how then durſt he feign 
an Anſwer, and pretend he found her winnowing 
Wheat? A Fiction and Banter fo injurious to the 
Reputation of the peerleſs Dulcinea, and fo great a 
Blemiſh on the Character of a faithful Squire] Here 
Sancho got up without ſpeaking a Word, laid his 
Finger on his Lips, and with his Body bent, crept 
cautiouſly round the Room, lifting up the Hangings, 
and peeping in every Hole and Corner: At laſt, 
finding the Coaſt clear, he return'd to his Seat. 
Now, quoth he, Madam Dutchefs, ſince I find 
there's no Body here but ourſelves, you ſhall e'en 
hear, without Fear or Favour, the Truth of the 
Story, and what elſe you'll aſk me; but not a 
Word of the Pudding. Firſt and Foremoſt I muſt 
tell you, I look on my Maſter Don Quixote to be 
no better than a down-right Madman, tho' ſome- 
times he*ll ſtumble on a Parcel of Sayings ſo quaint 
and fo tightly put together, that the Devil himſelf 
could not mend em; but in the main, I can't beat 
it out of my Noddle but that he's as Mad as a 
March Hare. Now, becauſe I'm pretty confident 
of knowing his blind Side, whatever Crotches comes 
into my Grown, though without either Head or 
Tail, yet can I make them paſs upon him for Goſpel, 
Such was the Anſwer to his Letter, and another 
Sham that I put upon him but Yother Day, and is 
not in Print yet, touching my Lady Dulcinea's In- 
chantment; for you muſt know, between you and 
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I, ſhe's no more inchanted than the Man in the 
Moon. With that, at the .Dutcheſs's*Requeſt, he 
related the whole Paſſage of the late pretended In- 
chantment very faithfully, to the great Diverſion of 
the Hearers. But Sir, ſaid the Dutcheſs, I have ano- 
ther Scruple in this Affair no leſs unaccountable than 
the former; for I think I hear ſomething whiſper 
me in the Ear, and ſay, if Don Quixote de la Mancha 


be ſuch a Shallow-brains, why does Sancha Pans, 


who knows him to be ſo, wait upon this Mad- 
man, and rely thus upon his vain extravagant Pro- 
miſes? I can only infer from this, that the Man is 
more a Fool than the Maſter ; and if ſo, will not 
Madam Dutcheſs be thought as Mad as either of 'em, 
to beſtow the Government of an Iſland, or the Com- 
mand of others, on one who can't govern himſelf? 
By'r Lady, quoth Sancho, your Scruple comes in 
Pudding-time. But it need not whiſper in your Ear, 
it may e'en ſpeak plain, and as loud as it will. I am 
a Fool that's certain, for if I'd been wiſe, I had left 
my Maſter many a fair Day ſince; but it was my 
Luck and my vile Errantry, and that's all can be 
ſaid on't. I muſt follow him through Thick and 
Thin. We are both Townsborn Children; I have 
eaten his Bread, I love him well, and there's no Love 
loſt between us. He pays me very well, he has given 
me three Colts, and I am ſo very true and truſty to 
him, that notyng but Death can part us. And it 
our High and Mightineſs does notthink fit to let me 
ave this ſame Government, why ſo be it; with 
leſs was I born, and with leſs ſhall I die; it may be 
for the Good of my Conſcience to go without it. I 
am a Fool *tis true, but yet I underſtand the Mean- 
ing of the Saying, the Piſmire had Wings to do her 
Hurt ; and Sancho the Squire may ſooner get to 
Heaven than. Sancho the Governor, There's as good 
Bread baked here as in France, and Foar's as good 
As 
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| as my Lady in the Dark. In the Night all Cats are 


ray. Unhappy's he that wants his Breakfaſt at 
Two in the Atgggnoon. Tis always good Faſting 
after a good BreMWfaſt, There's no Man has a Sto- 
mach a Yard bigger than another, but let it be ne- 


ver ſo big, there will be Hay and Straw enough to 
fill it. A Belly full's a Belly full, The Sparrow 


ſpeeds as well as the Sparrow-Hawk, Good Serge is 
ne, but coarſe Cloth is warm; and four Yards of 
the one are as long as four Yards of the other, When 


the Hour is come we muſt all be pack'd off; the 


Prince and the Prick-Louſe go the ſame Way at laſt : 


| the Road is no fairer for the one than the other. The 


Pope's Body takes up no more room than the Sex- 
ton's, tho* one be taller ; for when they come to the 
Pit, all are alike, or made ſo in ſpite of our Teeth*, 


and ſo good-night or good-morrow, which you pleaſe, 


And let me tell you again, if you don't think fit to 


give me an Iſland, cauſe I'm a Fool, I'Il be fo wiſe 


not to care whether you do or no. *Tis an old Say- 
ing, the Devil lurks behind the Croſs. All is not 


| Gold that glifters. From the Tail of the Plough, 


Bamba was made King of Spain; and from his Silks 


| and Riches was Rodrigo caſt to be devoured by the 
* Snakes, if the old Ballads ſay true; and ſure they are 


too old to tell a Lye. That they are indeed, ſaid 
Donna Rodriguez, the old Waiting-woman, who liſ- 
ten'd among the reſt ; for I remember one of the 
Ballads tells us, how Don Rodrigo was ſhut up alive 
in a Tomb full of Toads, Snakes and Lizards; and 


how after two Days, he was heard to cry out of the 
Tomb ina low and doleful Voice, Now they eat me, 


NOW 


He common Sort in Spain are bury'd without Coffins, 
which is the Reaſon Sancho is made to ſuppoſe, if the Grave 
be. not long enough they bow the Body, and cram it in: A 
ciuniſ ignorant Notion, but never practiced, 
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now they gnaw me in the Part where I ſinn'd moſt: 
And according to this, the Gentleman is in the 
Right, in ſaying, He had "athoggþe a poor La- 
bourer, than a King, to be gnaWd to Death by 
Vermin. 

Sancho's proverbial Aphoriſms, and the ſimple 
Waiting-woman's Comment upon the Text, were 
no ſmall Diverſion to the Dutcheſs, You know, 
ſaid ſhe, honeſt Sancho, that the Promiſe of a Gen- 
tleman or Knight, muſt be as precious and ſacred to 
him as his Life; I make no 8 then, but that 
my Lord Duke, who is alſo a Knight, though not of 
your Maſter's Order, will infallibly keep his Word 
with you in reſpect of your Government. Take 
Courage then Sancho, for when you leaſt dream on't, 
in ſpite of all the Envy and Malice of the World, 
you will ſaddenly fee your ſelf in full Poſſeſſion of 

our Government, and ſeated in your Chair of State 
in your rich Robes, with all your Marks and Orna- 
ments of Power about you. But be ſure to admi- 
niſter true Juſtice to your Vaſſals, who by their 
Loyalty and Diſcretion will merit no leſs at your 
Hands, 

As for the governing Part, quoth Sancho, let me 
alone. I was ever charitable and good to the Poor, 
and ſcorn to take the Bread out of another Man's 
Mouth. On the other fide, by'r Lady, they ſhall 
play me no foul Play, Pm an old Cur at a Cruſt, 
and can fleep Dog-ſleep when I liſt. I can look 
ſharp as well as another, and let me alone to keep the 
Cobwebs out of my Eyes. I know where the Shoe 
wrings me; I'll Know who and who's together, 
Honeſty's the beſt Policy. I'll ſtick to that, The 
Good ſhall have my Hand and Heart, but the Bad 
neither Foot nor Fellowſhip, And in my Mind, the 
main Point in this point of Governing, is to make a 
good Beginning. TIl lay my Life, that as fimple a3 
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Sancho fits here, in a Fortnight's Time he'll manage 
e this ſame, Iſland as rightly as a Sheaf of Barly, 
You ſay well ggncho, ſaid the Dutcheſs, for Time 
No Man's born wiſe; Biſhops 
are made of Men, and not of Stones, But to re- 
turn once more to the Lady Dulcinea; I am more 
than half perſuaded that Sancho's Deſign of putting 
the Trick upon his Maſter, was turn'd into a greater 
Cheat upon himſelf: For I am well aſſured, that the 
Creature whom you fancy'd to be a Country-Wench, 
and took ſo much pains to perſuade your Maſter that 
ſhe was Dulcinea del Toboſo, was really the ſame Dul- 
cinea del Toboſo, and really inchanted, as Don Quixoie 
thought and the Magicians that perſecute your Maſ- 
ter 
Head. For you muſt know, that we have our In- 
chanters here that have a Kindneſs for us, and give 
us an Account of what happens in the World faith- 
fully and impartially, without any Tricks or Equi- 
vocations; and take my Word for't the jumping 
Country-Wench was and is ſtill Dulcinea del Taboſo, 
who is as certainly Inchanted as the Mother that bore 
her; and when we leaſt expect it, we ſhall ſee her a- 
gain in her true Shape and in all her native Luſtre, 
and then Sancho will find *twas he himſelf was bub- 
bled. Troth Madam, quoth Sancho, all this might 
well be: And now I'm apt to believe what my Maſ- 
ter tells me of Monteſino's Cave; where, as he ſays, 
he ſaw my Lady Dulcinea del Toboſo in the ſelf ſame 


Garb, and as handſome as I told him I had ſeen her 


when it came into my Noddle to tell him ſhe was in- 


chanted. Ay, my Lady, it muſt be quite contrary 


to what I ween'd, as your Worſhip's Grace well ob- 
ſerves; for, Lord bleſs us! who the Devil can ima- 
gine that ſuch a Numſkul as I ſhould have it in him 
to deviſe ſo cunning a Trick of a ſudden? Beſides, 
who can think that my Maſtcr's ſuch a en 5 to 

ee chere 


rſt invented that Story, and put it into your 
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believe ſo unlikely a Matter upon the ſingle Vouch-. 
ing of ſuch a dunder-headed Fellow as I ? But for all 
that, my good Lady, I hope you know better things 
than to think me a Knave ; alack-#day, it can't be 
expected that ſuch an Ignoramus as I am, ſhou'd be 
able to divine into the Tricks and Wiles of wicked 
Magicians. I invented that Flam only becauſe my 
Maſter wou'd never leave teizing me; but I had no 
Mind to abuſe him, not I; and if it fell out other- 
wiſe than I meant, who can help it? Heaven knows 
my Heart. That's honeſtly ſaid, anſwered the 
Dutcheſs, but pray tell me, Sancho, What was it 
ou were ſpeaking of Monteſino's Cave? I've a great 
lind to know that Story, Thereupon Sancho hav- 
ing related the whole Matter to the Dutcheſs ; Look 
you, ſaid ihe, this exactly makes out what I ſaid to 
you juſt now; for ſince the great Don Quixote affirms 
he ſaw there the ſame Country-Wench that Sancho 
met coming from Tabeſo, tis paſt all doubt *twas Dul- 
canea; and this thevrs the Inchanters are a ſubtil ſort 
of People that will know every thing, and give a 
quick and ſure Information. Well, quoth Sancho, 
it my Lady Duleinea del Tobsſo be inchanted, tis the 
worſe for her: What have I to do to Quarrel with 
all my Maſter's Enemies ? E can't be few for 
ought I ſee, and they are plaguy 
al, Thus much I dare fay, She I ſaw was a Coun- 
try-Wench; a Country-Wench I took her to be, 
and a Country-Wench I left her. Now if that ſame 
Dowdy was Dulcinca in good Earneſt, how can | 
help it? I ought not to be call'd to an Account for't, 
No, let the Saddle be ſet upon the right Horſe, or 
we ſhall ne'er ha' done. Sancho told me this, cries 
one, Sanchs told me that, cries t'other ; Sancho o'this 
Side, Sancho o' that Side; Sancho did this, and Sancho 
did that: as if Sancho were I don't know who, and 
not the ſame Sancho that goes already far and _ 
. thro 


ellows to deal with- 
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thro? the World in Books, as Sampſon Carraſco tells 
me, and he's no leſs than a Batchelor of Arts at Sa- 
lamanca Varſity, and ſuch Folks as he can't tell a Lye, 
unleſs they be fo diſpoſed, or it ftands them in good 
ſtead. So let no Body meddle or make, nor offer to 
pick a Quarrel with me about the Matter, ſince I'm 
a Man of Reputation; and, as my Maſter ſays, a 
good Name is better than Riches. Clap me but in- 
to this fame Government * once, and you fhall fee 
Wonders. He that has been a good Servant, will 
make a good Maſter ; a truſty Squire will make a 
rare Governour I'll warrant you. Sancho ſpeaks 
like an Oracle, ſaid the Dutchefs; every thing he 
ſays is a Sentence like thoſe of Cato, or at leaſt the 
very Marrow of Michael Vering : + Flireniibus occidit 
annis; that is, he died in his Spring : In ſhort, to 
ſpeak after his Way, Under a bad Cloke look for a good 
Drinker, 

Faith and Troth Madam Dutcheſs, quoth Sancho, 
never drank out of Malice in my born Days; for 
Thirſt perhaps I may; for I ha'nt a Bit of Hypocriſy 
in me, I drink when I have Occaſion, and ſome- 
times when I have no Occaſion : I'm no proud Man, 


d'ye 


* In the Original encaxenme eſſe govierno, i. e. caſe me 
but in this ſame Government. | 

F 4 young Florentine of exceeding great Hepes, wvho dy's 
young, and whoſe Loſs was lamented by all the Poets of hi 
Time. His Fables and Diſtichs, in imitation of Cato's, are 
preſerved and eſteemed, He dy'd at Seventeen, rather than 
lake his Phyſician's Advice, which was a Wife. Politian 
made the following Epitaph on this wery learned Youth and 
excellent moral Poet of Florence, 


Sola Yenus poterat lento ſuccurrere morbo : 
Ne ſe pollueret, maluit ille Mori. 
Venus alone his flow Diſeaſe cou d cure: 
But He choſe Death, rather than Life not pure. 
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d'ye ſee, and when the Liquor's offer'd me I whip it 
off, that they mayn't take me for a Churl or a Sneakſ- 
by, or think I don't underſtand my ſelf nor good 
Manners; for when a Friend or a good Fellow 
drinks and puts the Glaſs to one, who can be fo hard- 
hearted as to refuſe to pledge him, when it coſts no- 
thing but to open one's Mouth? However, I com- 
monly look before I leap, and take no more than 
needs muſt. And truly there's no fear we poor 
Squires to Knights-Errant ſhould be great Treſpaſlers 
that way. Alack-a-day ! mere Element muſt be our 


daily Beveridge, Ditch-water, for want of better, 


in Woods and Deſarts, on Rocks and Mountains, 
without lighting on the Bleſſing of one merciful Drop 
of Wine, though you'd give one of your Eyes for a 
ſingle Gulp. : 

f believe it, Sancho, ſaid the Dutcheſs ; but now 
it grows late, and therefore go and take ſome Reſt ; 
after that we'll have a longer Converſation, and will 
take Meaſures about clapping you ſuddenly into this 
ſame Government, as you're pleas'd to word it, 
Sancho kiſs'd the Dutcheſs's Hand once more, and 
begg'd her Worſhip's Grace that ſpecial Care might 
be taken of his Dapple, for that he was the Light of 
his Eyes. What is that Dapple, aſk'd the Dutcheſs? 


My Beaſt, a'nt like your Honour, anſwer'd Sancho; 


my Aſs I would fay, ſaving your Preſence ; but be- 
cauſe I won't call him Afs, which is ſo common a 
Name among Men, I call him Dapple. Tis the ve- 


Ty Aame Beaſt I wou'd have given Charge of to that 


ſame Gentlewoman when I came firſt to this Caſtle ; 


but her Back was up preſently, and ſhe flew out as 
if I had call'd her ugly Face, old Witch, and what 


not. However, I'll be judged by any one, whether 


ſuch like ſober grave Bodies as ſhe and other Diſenas 
are, be not fitter to look after Aﬀes, than to fit 
with a prim Countenance to grace a fine State- 

Room! 
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Room? Paſſion o'my Heart! What a deadly Grudge 
a certain Gentleman of our Town, that ſhall be 
nameleſs, had to theſe Creatures! I mean theſe old 
waiting Gentlewomen“. Some filthy Clown I dare 
engage, ſaid Donna Rodriguez the Duena ; had he 
been a Gentleman, or a Perſon of good Breeding, 
he wou'd have prais'd them up to the Skies. Well, 
ſaid the Dutcheſs, let's have no more of that; let 
Donna Rodriguez hold her Tongue, and Signior 
Sancho Panga go to his Repoſe, and leave me to take 
care of his Dapp/e's good Entertainment; for ſince I 
find him to be one of Sancho's Moveables, I'll place 
him in my Eſteem above the Apple of my Eye. Place 
him in the Stable, my good Lady, reply'd Sancho, 
that's as much as he deſerves; neither he nor I are 
worthy of being placed a Minute of an Hour where 
you ſaid : Odsbods ! I'd ſeoner be ſtuck in the Guts 
with a Butcher's Knife, than you ſhould be ſerved 
ſo; I am better bred than that comes to; for tho' my 
Lord and Maſter has taught me, that in Point of Ha- 
viour one ought rather to over-do than under-do, yet 
when the Cate lies about an Aſs and the Ball of one's 
Eye, 'tis beſt to think twice, and go warily about 
the Matter, Well, ſaid the Dutcheſs, your Aſs 
may ge with you to the Government, and there you 
may feed him, and paniper him, and make as much 
of him as you pleaſe. Adad! my Lady, quoth 
Sancho, don't let your Worſhip think this will be 
ſuch a ſtrange Matter neither, I have ſeen 22 

| es 


* The Spaniſh Word iu Duennas, «vhich are ald Women, 
kept by Ladies for State only, and to make up the Number of 
their Attend:nts, as likewiſe to have an Eye over the your 
Maits, for Women of Quality heep many. By the Mais 
they are hated as Spies on their Actions, and by others are ace 
counted no better than Bawwds, a that by this means they bes 
Came odious to all. 
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Aﬀes than one go to a Government before now; 
and if mine goes too, twill be no new thing e'trow. 

Sancho's Words again ſet the Dutcheſs a Laugh- 
ing; and ſo ſending him to take his Reſt, ſhe went to 
the Duke, and gave him an Account of the pleaſant 
Diſcourſe between Her and the Squire, After this 
they reſolved to have ſome notable Contrivance to 
make Sport with Don Quixote, and of ſuch a roman- 
tick Caſt as ſhould humour his Knight-Errantry, 
And fo ſucceſsful they were in their Management of 
that Interlude, that it may well be thought one of 
the beſt Adventures in this famous Hiſtory, 


